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2 October: Dystopia 
 

Dystopian fiction tends to be the exploration of political and social structures through the 
creation of an undesirable society, and is usually found in wider genres such as science 
fiction and speculative fiction. These corrupt societies are often an extension and exag-
geration of contextual issues and discussions, such as the debate of women’s bodily 
autonomy. As a genre, it also serves to raise deeper questions regarding psychological 
freedom and whether it is possible to have complete freedom of thought. To explore politi-
cal and social issues, ideologies in dystopian fiction tend to be at extremes. Does dysto-
pian fiction act as a deterrent from the following of extreme political ideologies? Or does it 
simply provide and interesting read? The KHS Lit Soc discusses. 
 

Critical perspectives 
 

Jelena Vukadinovic  
‘Role of Women in Utopian and Dystopian Novels.’ GRIN Verlag oHG. 2009. p70. 
 
The most provocative attack on Orwell with regard to his alleged misogyny are made by 
left and feminist critics. Campbell argues that, “Orwell’s eye never comes to rest on the 
culture of women, their concerns, their history, their movements. He only holds women to 
the filter of his own desire – or distaste [and] he makes women the bearers of his own 
class hatred.” […] Daphne Patai, the most prominent feminist critic of Orwell’s work has ar-
gued extensively on Orwell’s misogyny which she argues are presented in his writings: “in 
Orwell’s (…) novels, misogyny is often used to refocus our attention away from the dilem-
mas and contradictions of his heroes, as if to excuse their personal defects by casting a 
bright light on some still greater flaws in women as a group. Yet many other critics shun 
the word misogyny in this context of Orwell and his work. They prefer to say that he is only 
anti-feminist or just ambivalent on the subject of women.” 
 
Daphne Patai 
‘The Orwell Mystique: A Study in Male Ideology.’ University of Massachusetts Press. 1984. 
pp.222-223. 
 
The game analogy provides a model that helps us understand the interactions within 
Nineteen Eighty-Four, but in no way should it detract from the utter seriousness with which 
we should view the dystopian world Orwell projects in this novel. We need first of all to free 
ourselves of the conventional opposition between the real of play and the serious concerns 
of ‘real’ life… In ‘The Sporting Spirit,’ an essay written in 1945, Orwell comments on the or-
gies of hatred generated by international sporting contests…[linking] this emphasis to the 
rise of nationalism, which he characterizes as ‘the lunatic modern habit of identifying one-
self with large power units and seeing everything in terms of competitive prestige.’ When 
strong feelings of rivalry are aroused, Orwell says, ‘the notion of playing the game accord-
ing to the rules always vanishes. People want to see one side on top and the other side 
humiliated, and they forget that victory gained through cheating…is meaningless…It is 
bound up with…hatred…disregard of all rules and sadistic pleasure in witnessing violence: 
in other words it is war minus the shooting’. Thus, in Nineteen Eighty-Four we see work  
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broken up by the ‘play’ of Two Minutes Hate and Hate Week, which reverse Orwell’s de-
scription, for they involve intense hatred without the sport or, in other words, reduce sport 
to the spectator’s emotional response. in witnessing violence: in other words it is war mi-
nus the shooting’. Thus, in Nineteen Eighty-Four we see work broken up by the ‘play’ of 
Two Minutes Hate and Hate Week, which reverse Orwell’s description, for they involve in-
tense hatred without the sport or, in other words, reduce sport to the spectator’s emotional 
response. Interpretations, then, are products of fears, defences, needs, and desires we 
bring to the reading of the text. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Recommended reading 
 

Atwood, Margaret. The Handmaid's Tale.1985. 
Brecht, Bertolt. Mother Courage. 1939. 

Burgess, Anthony. A Clockwork Orange.1962. 
Golding, William. Lord of the Flies. 1954. 

Orwell, George. Nineteen Eighty-Four. 1949. 
 

Useful links 
 

http://www.guardian.co.uk/books/2011/oct/23/dystopian-fiction?INTCMP=SRCH 
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The Never Ending Dream 
Zaenab Iqbal 
Lower school writing competition winner  
  
A life taking dream 
An innocent girl 
A dreadful incident 
And the destiny of her death all began with that deadly dream that repeated itself. 
 

“Go away please!  What do you want from me?” The daunting man was there again stand-
ing outside my house at night in his black robe with the blood stained axe waiting to attack 
his next victim. The streets were empty and there I was hiding to save my life again! What 
does this man want from a thirteen year old girl? I saw him through the window and had no 
chance to run away and find a better hiding space - my bed was my first reaction. As I 
heard the door open my heart pounded and started to beat faster than the speed of light. I 
was sweating by every step he took on the creaky steps and my eyes were closing tighter 
by the sound. This is it… it could be the end of my innocent thirteen years of life. I could 
see him well, I could see his shoes red with blood. He took some steps into the room and 
stopped simultaneously with my heart. There was silence in the room for a few minutes 
which seemed like seconds until I was rapidly dragged out under the bed and I was 
punched impulsively which led me to be vague. Luckily the punch wasn’t a real one, it was 
more of a slap to my face. I opened my eyes. To my surprise, the man was in front of me 
with his axe in the air ready to slaughter me open! As I saw the axe come closer I fell into a 
sleep of eternity knowing that I had died. I felt the axe rip through my heart ferociously tak-
ing my breath away in a second… 
 

AAAAAHHHHHHHHH! 
 
I was choking on my words. I woke, frozen with fear and wet with sweat. It took me a while 
to catch my breath. But this is normal because this damned dream has happened every 
night for the past month after I saw the dreaded incident that changed me forever. “Grace! 
Who’s here? What happened?” Mum spoke so fast that I didn’t hear a thing. “Same dream 
again?” She changed her tone of voice from frightened to sympathetic. I nodded in reply. 
“You need to see a therapist dear… don’t worry, go get freshened up quickly.” Mum 
pointed whilst shutting the door. I hated this idea that mum keeps pointing out; I don’t need 
a therapist I need to DIE because this dream won’t end and I know it! 
 
KNOCK KNOCK 
 
I opened my door but nobody was there. I turned around relieved but only for a second 
because there he was again! The man didn’t take long he just flung his axe into my heart 
again and I longed for oxygen. I’m sure this was a dream and I would wake up. But this 
time I woke up looking upon myself dead on the floor. 
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London 
Nora Selmani 
  
London’s streets are paved with copper. Your dirty fingernails scrape against the black 
concrete as you struggle to pick up that damned copper coin. Even beneath the grime, it 
seems to gleam. Mocking you, the Queen’s face shines with the promise of happiness. Un-
der your breath, a string of curses slips from your lips; you finally get a hold of the metal 
disk. In your filthy palm you cradle it like a trophy before depositing it into your pocket. 
 
Triumphantly, the penny tinkles as it reaches all of the other coins you’ve collected. You 
stand up. A symphony of creaks and groans accompanies the action. Like a neglected 
home, your body hasn’t had attention in decades.  Underneath the rags you hardly dare to 
call clothes, grime clings dependently to every crevice of your body. The worms of dirt lin-
ing your skin are almost as frequent as the wrinkles you’ve picked up over the years.  
 
You’re a collector. Hoarding memories as if they were the most precious thing you own. 
They are; at least these can’t be taken away. Emotions aren’t like children that are 
snatched away in a second by a car, a bullet, or social services. Unlike photographs they 
can’t be torn into oblivion or burnt, curling away into the dirt of the past. You collect faces 
too. Those shining amber eyes underneath the bridge, another’s bow shaped, rose col-
oured lips. Burnt into your eyelids is the flaming hair that set your heart alight. 
 
Subconsciously, your clawed fingers race up to your chest, clutching the thick cloth. Real-
ity and memory blur together and you don’t know if the inferno beneath your hollow skin is 
real or not. Running down your face, tears drip to their freedom using your chin as a diving 
board. Tear tracks continue to carve their way through the filth as your knees finally give 
way. With a stomach-lurching crack, your head smacks against the pavement as you hit 
the floor. You don’t know if you’re crying from the pain or the flash of the memory. Bodies 
hurry past you, too blinded by fear and ignorance to give a damn about you. 
 
The injustice of it all makes you want to scream, so you do. Numbing you, the white-hot 
fever singes your nerve endings. Immediately, the rush of people past you increases. For a 
moment you see yourself in their eyes- a hunger-crazed vagrant. Maybe it is the lack of 
food that’s making you feel this way. It makes sense to you and it angers you. There is no 
way in hell you are trading the coins you’ve collected for a measly sandwich. Forget the 
coins, even that note that you’ve folded away in your breast pocket isn’t going anywhere. 
It’s yours. You’ve spent a life time collecting this currency. It’s not worth it. 
 
Damn them all for wanting your precious money. If they need it so badly why don’t they 
give up everything? They can dig their fingernails into all sorts of muck as soon as they 
see a glimmer of silver, just like you. Then they’ll know what hard work really means. Live 
amongst the filth which they place below their animalistic desires. Give up their pretentious 
office jobs and rejoice in the grime of London town.  It’s what foreign dreams are made of. 
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The Streets of the  
Growling City  
Harshadha Balasubramanian 
  
Across the feeble universe and underneath the sober skies, 
They lived a riddle unsolved and now they're dead, 
While over and around the world, beyond the reach of sanity, 
Their hopes and dreams are strewn up overhead, 
As their homes become pavements, when washing down the roads, 
Still they seek a change and a reason for their tale left untold. 
 
Oh, they gave their lives for history, 
Yes, their names go down in history, 
And they're memorised in history, 
As the people, the nation, the pride that were left on the streets. 
The streets, the streets, the streets... 
 
Around in circles never ending, 
Their journeys blindfolded by the iron hands of cold feet, 
Like puppets on a string attached, 
They hung on to stiff collars like the odour of dead meat. 
When sweeping down the pavements, when washing down the roads, 
They seek a change and a foreword to their tale left untold. 
 
Oh, their lives were sold to history, 
Indeed, their names go down in history, 
And their future's now all history, 
That's the people, the nation, the pride that were left on the streets. 
The streets, the streets, the streets… 
 
Oh, they gave their lives for history, 
Yes, their names go down in history, 
And they're memorised in history, 
 
Oh, they all slaved down for history, 
Yes, their names went down in history, 
One more time all hale that history, 
For the people, the nation, the pride, that were left on the streets. 
The streets, the streets, the streets... 
 
 
 
 

9 



 10 

 

9 October: Satire 
 
Humour is not the essential component of Satire; rather, the triple-entente of wit, irony and 
sarcasm are key in constructing the quintessential social commentary of the author’s 
choosing. Be it religious, social or political; Satirical novels follow characters from within 
the group under criticism, and ultimately serve to expose hypocrisy and shame its mem-
bers simply by highlighting it in written form. Horatian Satire from the likes of Wodehouse 
and Waugh follow this light-hearted formula to illuminate heavier subjects. Which books 
constitute, then, as Juvenal Satire with their more scornful, biting sarcasm? And how easily 
can we make a distinction between the two? The KHS Lit Soc looked into this. 
 

Critical perspectives 
 

Pollard, Arthur 
‘Satire: The Critical Idiom.’ Methuen & Co Ltd. 1970. pp54-55. 
 
Sometimes we find that the character bears no recognizable relationship to anyone we 
know nor has any well-defined identity in himself. He may simply be his author’s 
mouthpiece. This situation is found at its extreme in Wilde, where characters with the 
flimsiest of individual identities become the vehicles for the author’s wit…[This] reminds us 
that the satiric character can possess only a limited independence. More than most 
fictional characters he is the creature of his maker. No matter what he is in himself, he 
always remains the creature of his master’s satiric intention. The satiric position is defined 
early in a work and the character serves to illustrate it. He does not become; he is. He 
does not develop, or if he does, he may…outgrow his creator’s original purpose. His action 
will be basically repetitive; his interest will lie in incidental versatility.  
 
Hodgart, Matthew 
‘Satire: Origins and Principles.’ Transaction Publishers. 1969. p214. 
 
If we demand and receive from even the simplest classic novel so many different things, 
this is inconsistent with the simplicity of satire. Whereas the novelist aims at understanding 
the complexities of life, satire aims at simplification, at a pretence of misunderstanding and 
denunciation. The sheer size of the open-ended form of the novel has also much to do with 
the difficulty that the satirists have in using it: satire seems to require a light and closed 
form which helps to make a simple point effectively – the form is itself a component of the 
wit without which satire is unbearable. 
  
Simpson, Paul 
‘On the Discourse of Satire: Towards a Stylistic Model of Satirical Humour.’ John  
Benjamin Publishing. 2003. p54. 
 
[One area of interest] concerns the assumptions made about the nature of satirical target, 
what W. H. Auden calls the ‘comic butt‘ of satire. Auden sees the satirised entity unequivo-
cally as a person, someone who transgresses the moral law but who is not inherently des-
potic or evil. The despot, by contrast, lacks the normal faculty of conscience which, accord- 
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-ing to Auden, makes him (sic) an unsuitable object for satirical attack. The tack Auden 
takes here is interesting and even in the absence of any illustrative case histories it does 
not throw up for debate the problems attendant on the choice of potential object of satire. It 
also accords to an extent with humorologists’ perceptions of the way humour tends to 
function within totalitarian or highly repressive regimes. Raskin, for instance, notes that 
there were fewer political jokes generated and retold during Stalin’s reign in the Soviet Un-
ion than during the period of Khrushchev’s ‘thaw.’ 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Recommended reading 
 

Fitzgerald, F Scott,. The Diamond as Big as the Ritz. 1922. 
Heller, Joseph. Catch-22. 1961. 

Palahniuk, Chuck. Invisible Monsters. 1999. 
Vonnegut, Kurt. Slaughterhouse-Five. 1969. 

Waugh, Evelyn. Vile Bodies. 1930. 
 

Useful links 
 

http://literary-exploration.com/2013/05/05/understanding-satire/ 
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The Ant 
Sadia Hameed 
  
The sharp dots and dashes that droned through my left ear routinely told me to wake up at 

exactly 6.29am each morning, to which I less than happily obliged to. Although sat up by 

then, the second round of Morse arrived promptly at 6.31am to at which point I surren-

dered to the reality of a Monday and proceeded to get out of bed. The prospect of sleep 

that night is usually the only thing that gets me through the day. I do enjoy returning to the 

double size duvet laid across my single bed; it serves as a constant reminder of my soli-

tude, or rather my pathetic acceptance thereof. Not less than 48 hours ago, mornings were 

a much more conversation-oriented affair. Though relationships, I learnt, do expire; sooner 

than I anticipated, dry conversations about whichever exciting field she was working in at 

the time and arguments about my supposed reluctance to commit led to a slightly worse 

off me and a pair of disappointed and loyal tenants of 4 years. Almost two days after mov-

ing back to my place at Dorset Square and I still couldn’t get the smell of Mr and Mrs 

Rouse out of the upholstery. 

Forcing the couple out over the weekend was carried out with deep regret for my sake 

rather than guilt for doing so on short notice. Their caring pats on my shoulder made me 

feel better as I helped them remove the last of their recent memories from my premises. 

Even as I bid them and their hatchback goodbye, en route to their son’s stunted one bed-

room flat in Bethnal Green, my self-pity diffused any guilt that I really should have felt. 

Promising prospects of the day ahead of me eased my thoughts of how I would much 

rather still be living at hers. I could exchange the discomfort of my own home with the fa-

miliarity of my otherwise equally uncomfortable workplace. 

I cleaned up quite convincingly for the first day back to work after the breakdown of my re-

lationship. The only thing that could have given me away was the absence of the flowery 

scented fabric softener on my clothes, and the stiff shirt collar that accompanied it. 

When I began working here, I made it a point as to not become a character. Instead, I as-

serted myself as the solitary because the warmth provided by the fresh printings out of the 

copier held against my cheek were more genuine than that of the sincerity I received when 

conversing with my colleagues. If one of them would just occasionally ask me how my day 

was then perhaps I would join them more often as they ritually milled around the coffee 

machine before and after lunch. In any case, communication in the workplace isn’t really a 

requirement for my job and consequently made the little social situations of the day pass 

me with no bother. 

For example no one ever mentions if I wear the same tie twice in a row, and so I wear the 

same tie all week. Mondays are the highlight, as that is the day I receive the compliments. 

Tuesdays however are the worst, as every passing colleague greets me with searching 
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eyes, trying to find something different about my attire that is in any accord noteworthy. It 

didn’t have to be something they liked, just something with enough substance to start a 

conversation. “That’s a lovely shirt, Marks and Spencers isn’t it?” rings Julie from HR most 

Tuesdays. Yes, and it’s also the same blue shirt from yesterday. 

I made it to the exposed haven of my desk that centred the open floor plan of the office. 

Swaying impatiently as I started up the computer, I had grown so accustomed to the rock-

ing motion of being lucky enough to have a seat on the tube, and I had developed just that 

as I sat in my office chair. It helped me in break in the freshly pressed shirt I was wearing – 

my attire was evidently missing her choice of fabric softener. I turned the computer on, and 

proceeded to busy myself with observations of my desk for the next 10 minutes while it at-

tempted to start up. 

Still and consistent, the desk lamp shone a singular beam towards nowhere in particular. I 

much preferred this lamp a few months ago. Up until then, it would constantly flicker in the 

slightest – enough to bother me as I wrote memos to myself about people I would never 

meet. Little did I know, all I needed to do was screw in the bulb tighter to stop the uneven 

lighting. I unscrewed the bulb a little way just to watch the mayhem ensue again, but it had 

no effect – which was disappointing. Two coffee stain rings that were embossed against 

my mousemat also served an exciting purpose. Pencil sharpenings would be placed ac-

cording to different criteria each day into my makeshift venn diagram, satisfying my con-

stant need for order. Occasionally I would scratch off parts of the dried residue just to cre-

ate chaos, though by the third coffee of the day it wouldn’t have made a difference. Silly 

pastimes were not why I came to work in the city, though. A long overdue realisation; my 

green eyes wandered towards real London as I watched the ants march. 

It was like clockwork. I had aspired to exist in an environment, a place, where the trans-

port had a schedule; the heavy traffic had a schedule; the beautiful, working women had a 

schedule. As three boarded the bus, four exited. My office worked on a rota; my free time 

worked on a rota; even weekly intercourse had its rota. Just thinking that I could fit my 

week’s plans on a single post-it note shook me into belief that I was finally bored of this. I 

wanted new order. The four filed into Pret and would probably order the same thing. 

I followed the first ant as it left with a miniature, watery coffee and took his position under 

the archway of an office entrance. The other three walked singularly past his following 

gaze. So close that the hairs on my cheek sensed the cold glass, I pressed intently against 

the window. He had broken away, he was ruining it, and I was excited by this. The Ant rat-

tled - fidgeting with his phone, then wristwatch, then phone again. He scanned its side of 

the street without turning its torso, eyeing each office window that reflected nothing at all 

as the sun was robed conservatively in an overcast. He then routinely did the same to 

mine – he caught my look and we lingered for more than a moment. He let it go before 

continuing to rattle. 
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Levitating. I found myself pulling away from the window and floating towards the lift. An 

odd, paleness filtered over my eyes that began to weigh down. My hand searched for the 

bulbs of light that resembled the letter G, pushing it in an unfocused panic. As I rode it out 

– I can’t recall my feet ever touching the floor as I descended – the steely grit of the cubi-

cle I stood in underwhelmed me. The only familiarity I felt was the chill from the window 

that loitered on the side of my face – the temperature dropped further as the draught of my 

brisk walk out of the elevator hit against it. I noticed, then, that I had been shrunk down to 

size and was stood parallel to the curious sight of the Ant. 

I appeared in front of him, wearing his costume. We shared miniature pinstripe, not made 

to measure, suits of dampened colours. His hairline measured up to mine and so I could 

deduce we were at the same questionable point of our 30’s (the lower quartile life crisis). 

‘He has a love for nostalgia’, said his expensive wristwatch; ‘I was a gift from who he used 

to call darling’, said the scratched engraving. He wore everything about him yet I had the 

feeling I was the first to notice. I determined that if I were ever in an odder state of mind, I 

would have given him a kiss for being so brave. 

Something similarly crazy was influencing me though, deciding for me to throw my secure 

job and its clean attendance into disrepute. I was in my growing thirties and needed to ac-

complish one act of spontaneity before I hit the next decade. I had floated this far already 

and so, drifting across the beeping, blinking street, I settled beside the Ant under his shel-

ter. A smile drew across his lips, and we stood for a few unmoving minutes together. Like 

most corners of true urban London, it stank of p—— from the late hours and cigarettes 

from the early. Unable to hold my breath any longer, I began. 

“Are you waiting for something?” 

“Yes, sir. I have a very important meeting with a very important man.” 

“Do you mind if we wait together?” 

“Why, we should do something instead.” 

“And your meeting?” The Ant looked blankly as though he had forgotten by now. 

“Well you said it was very important.” 

“Do you ever feel like you’re always waiting?” 

I was not prepared for questions. “No, I can’t say I do.” 

“Well, I do – and I’m tired of waiting. I’m very important too, and it is time that he does the 

waiting.” He raised his middle and index fingers, and hailed a black cab with a come-hither 

gesture. Two pulled up and he decidedly headed towards the one with no advertising on its 

side. 
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He opened the door, arching to indicate room for me to board the taxi first. “I think I’m just 

like you. I’m to have a day of doing everything out of routine, before I may relapse back 

into it tomorrow. Will you join me, stranger?” 

His antennae had detected me from the office window, and had called me over. It seemed 

fateful enough to not be crazy, and so I floated in without question. My feet dragging 

across the pavement but my body moving with purpose and vitality, I sat beside the Ant as 

the cab drove off with no direction given. 

        *   *  * 

By the night we had traded every detail of our lives except for our names. 

 The Ant was disappointed to hear I had already breakfasted that morning though did not 

let our day’s plan falter as a result. We began by heading to the Piccadilly – at the choice 

of the driver when asked to take us to a markedly divine restaurant, The Wolseley was 

most likely chosen as a hoaxing and expensive surprise. Unfazed, my new companion and 

I entered, requesting dinner at 10am. We were received with raised eyebrows, whispers 

between the waiting staff, and at long last a fine roasted meal. 

During that dinner the Ant spilled to me the trials that dulled his recently tasteless zest for 

life. I tried not to listen or be over-responsive. Instead, I concentrated on all except the 

sound of his voice, noting the remaining four senses were particularly enhanced all of that 

day. 

Everything glistened. Through the shallow bowl of my soup spoon I could see the distorted 

reflection of myself beaming like the cutlery; the judging portraits hung on the reservedly 

pale walls; the lighting fixtures’ modest attempt not to appear as expensive as they almost 

certainly was. Both the Ant and I revelled in the disorderly atmosphere when our food 

emerged from the swinging doors of the kitchen. Foreribs of beef across two plates cut 

through the timid, and almost submissive, smells of late morning breakfast jams. Our jovial 

spirits at this time of the day were criminal, we concluded over the equally criminal glasses 

of desert wine during the meal - the bedlam of taste made me cackle an inane amount be-

tween each bittersweet bite and sip combination. Over the inappropriate tittering and my 

slow realisation that I was becoming mad, I began tuning into the Ant’s conversation before 

my senses overwhelmed me. He told me of the similar life he had to me. An office job, a 

straying partner, a need for order that he was now beginning to doubt. My friend was me, 

except for the trifling, finer points – so trivial, in fact, that I did not care committing them to 

memory. Similarly still, we both savoured that day – the day we could be insane – like it 

were our last even in sanity. On the other hand, odd things such as him literally licking his 

plate clean gave me solace that I, differently to the Ant, would be able to be normal once 

again when the day had ended. 
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“Do you think they’ll miss you?” He attempted ‘uninterested’ by investing all his attention 

into circling the rim of his drink, but subtle glances back at me along with his inability to 

make the glass sing suggested the opposite. 

“What, the co-workers?” He took a moment to decide what his question actually meant be-

fore nodding arduously. “I’m sure they’ll just roll my work over to tomorrow. And how about 

you?” 

“Hm?” He may have lost interest by then as his glass broke into a D flat. 

“Do you think they’ll miss you?” 

“No,” he managed to tune the vibrations up to a solid D, “I don’t think I’m important 

enough for that.” 

The meal eventually concluded. Fingers, including mine, were crossed as my stranger’s 

credit card remained in the chip-and-pin device for all too long before our muscles were 

blown relaxed by a sigh of gladness that the waitress relieved.  The cabbie from our initial 

drive must have been entirely amused at our technique of choosing a location, as he had 

been waiting for us outside the building. The Ant asked for a bar recommendation and we 

were only too readily whisked away deep into Soho to the only club that was open at the 

time - he was bashfully silent when asked how he came to know such a hidden venue. 

We exited, withholding the fee this time as a way of keeping this catch of a driver, then en-

tered the club. It was sombre, and dull, and all too melancholy for the folly we were intro-

ducing.  Mainly ample seating occupied the small room, overflowing into the disused 

dance floor – the ground was such a colour that it was a mystery as to whether there were 

black floorboards or just unclean. It was, however, well lit from the midriff upwards. Pon-

dering exaggeratedly at the access, the Ant removed his thoughtful finger from his lip to 

point towards the bar area. We wove through, settling on poorly placed seats behind the 

swing of a door. A surly figure tottered over to our tabletop which ticked under the weight of 

his elbows while he sponged any stains of alcohol. Confusing me deeply, I took a stab in 

the hazy dark and soberly remarked that they had better legs than the table.  A discerned, 

manly cough in response startled me; I fled in a fit of snickering, wading through the dis-

comfiting air towards the bar with the Ant falling in line behind me. 

We then settled at our better-lit seating arrangement, though still wreathed under one 

great smoke-ring made from the stray wisps from cigarettes. The lint from my blazer 

sleeve remained on the counter as I lifted my arm on and off. After minutes of fidgeting in 

silence, I started on reigniting the dialogue. “I’ve got a question.” I offered as kindling, 

though would soon regret asking. “All this whining about your secure and – let’s be honest, 

fairly cushy job and you complain about it like your livelihood is at risk just because it’s…

boring – D’you think it’s really called for?” My reluctance to get involved in the Ant’s deep 
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set issues was apparent, but I asked nonetheless as offhandedly as possible; being ex-

ceptionally curious on this exceptionally curious day. My companion, perched on the edge 

of his stool now, dejected my closed question with more than simply the ‘yes’ that I was 

hoping for. 

“I guess I whine because I’ve got a reason to. It’s not that I’m arrogant, or selfish, or 

proud.” I took his composing pause that followed as opportunity to get up to further mis-

chief that my mother would frown on of, taking the bar peanuts of questionable cleanliness 

to my lips. 

“My friend,” I was slightly alarmed at this, hoping I hadn’t given the Ant the impression that 

we were passed, or would ever be passed, acquaintanceship. The ant fastened his mouth 

around one of the two bottles of which I don’t recall ordering, creating a vacuum for the al-

cohol to slide out, followed by the most splitting noise as his mouth popped away from the 

bottleneck. “What I’m trying to...express…is that I’m pretty special.” Definitely proud, I 

mouthed my thoughts that went unnoticed. 

I began to trace the raised beer logo along its neck with my forefinger, nodding with indif-

ference as I had not even a clue as to what he was talking about. Noticing this, he tried to 

explain further. 

“Look, don’t think I’m some crazy,” a smile escaped from my parting lips at this, already 

disagreeing with him. “…paranoia-riddled kind of person but, I have emotions.  I know I do 

– I just know – because I can feel it. You follow?” He waited for no reply. “Well, how am I 

meant to know you have emotions too? I can’t feel them. Are they as advanced as mine? 

Hell, I don’t know! The only person that I’m sure of is myself. As far as I know, you’re all 

just a bunch of followers, sticking to your silly routines, having your silly relationships, hav-

ing your silly marriages – just like the rest of them! Just like each other! Where’s the origi-

nality?” 

“Well, we have musicians, and artists, and authors.” 

“Yeah, plenty of them – and each of their ideas converge in the end to what ‘society’ calls 

free-thought.” I visibly winced at what I thought was a naïve use of ‘society’, as I do when 

hearing teenagers expressing their hatred for it. 

 “Aren’t you over thinking things?” 

“I’ve got to understand, is all.” The Ant resigned at this. 

I put an unsure hand on his bony shoulder, and tried to offer words that wouldn’t spark an-

other rambling, gushy outburst from him. “You think you’re bigger than this sort of hum-

drum life you’ve got going on – me too! And it’s entirely reasonable to think you’ve got a 

higher cause for being alive other than keeping to dull order day in and out.” I was speak- 
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-ing of what I believed, of course, and at that point admitted to myself just how similar we 

probably were. “So just be brave and, live it how you interpret it, and do what you deem 

productive.” Beaming as I did earlier, and lighting up the bar, I sat proudly at the sample of 

therapy I had just conducted for the both of us. 

He mimicked my posture and strained a smile. I then declared to him that we were more 

alike than I thought at dinner. 

        *  *  * 

As the night approached in the crook of a bar, the Ant discovered what type of bar it was 

for himself. Three times he had crawled after passing promiscuous and exclusively slender 

men into the backrooms, and I became surer we were in a professional atmosphere each 

time he returned with ever-loosening purse strings. The last of it was emptied when our 

disgruntled cabdriver, no longer seeing the funny side of our day’s excursions, stormed in 

demanding the fees to include the hours he had spent waiting for what should have been 

“less than an hour, probably – maybe”. 

The penniless Ant and I left the club and, with only an hour left before today was no longer 

today, I proposed how to end the night. 

“with breakfast at 11pm.” 

“Hm, I haven’t had breakfast all day.” He concurred. 

We scurried to the nearest café open until midnight, but failed and settled on two luke-

warm cups of coffee, gentlemanly paid for by me, from McDonalds as their last order. Un-

winding on the kitsch plastic armchairs beside the window, we sobered up under the clini-

cal white tube lighting that meticulously littered the entire ceiling. They only served to blind 

me if I tried to evade the Ant’s wondering stare and so surrendered to a deep conversation 

to ruin my most eventful day. 

“You feel the same way as me,” the Ant began, “when it comes to this whole loop thing.” 

“Of course.” 

“You want to get out of it.” 

“Of course.” 

“You’ve never been brave until today.” His tone flattened at this. 

I stumbled, though answered honestly. “No I haven’t.” 

There was now a break in the conversation, which had a worryingly ominous feeling about 

it. The Ant was going to stutter out something profound and worldly about social order, and 

“Today was the most backward day of my life, and tonight is probably going to be it for me.  
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Is that a surprise to you?” 

I felt the pressure of the white lighted room that resembled purgatory. It shocked me that 

this bright room had such an adverse effect on me in comparison to the dark bar from be-

fore - it was funny how the lack of sight and sound to distract me, scared me. “I had a feel-

ing there was a reason for today’s disorder - so not at all, no.” 

Over what felt like both an hour and in no time at all, my mind was riddled with conflict. 

The emotionless magnolia walls of the fast-food restaurant began to press against my 

shoulders and back. The obnoxious tube lights concentrated on my companion sat for-

lornly to only shoot guilt through my veins. The rhythmic back and forths of the horsefly 

above our heads, veering off in right-angles to imitate the ceiling tiles, hummed – it alter-

nated between left ear and right. I took a sharp breathe proceeded by a delicate exhale. 

After tonight would come tomorrow - the inevitability of routine could only comfort me - and 

this stranger would have to become a stranger once again. 

Tuning in, I listened to the Ant once more. “If I could have this much disorder every day, 

and everyone else tried it once in a while too, I wouldn’t feel compelled to do it.” 

Then I decided to converse. I resolved to finish this day’s meeting as quick as possible, 

with hope that time and responsibility were in direct correlation. True, I felt we thought the 

same. We really did. We were both underappreciated, hard working, rule abiding little 

workers. And today, two strangers met to break this. Oh, we had such calamity that it made 

me want to never return to tomorrow. I could have taken the leap with the Ant, and ran 

away from the hills, and saw his impermeable logic through. But, like all men submissive to 

the way life is, I cowered away from death and all its rewards. I also remembered that this 

man was entirely insane. 

“If everyone tried this hard to go against the grain, the world would be mayhem.” 

He had an expectant, wide mouthed, sparkling champagne-eyed look towards me prior to 

what I had just said. Now his lips curled as if he were mouthing scorn. He had me following 

him, and now he had lost me. And now he was hot and bothered. “The point is, they 

wouldn’t ever try to. I’ve realised that I’m truly the only person that has freedom to do what 

I want.” 

He bit every ‘I’, targeting me, so I replied quite meanly. “Well, clearly then you’ve missed 

the point.” I braced myself for a self-assured response. 

“Fi-ine.” He enjoyed dragging the word in inebriation, raising an inflection at its tail. “The 

real point is: I’m not like you. After the last few meaningless years of realisation that I’m not 

meant to follow protocol, I’ve just been watching all of you… you ants; a maze of ways to 

live your life and you follow the same tunnels each day and back. You’ve built these grids, 

these wonderful, endless grids where you can go wherever you want – a colony of free  
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thinkers: but in the end you all go crawling back to ‘society’.” This onslaught of maudlin in 

which, with the re-mentioning of society, I had to unmercifully dismiss with laughter only 

made me more grateful I wasn’t mad like him. Oh if he could have seen himself, drunk as 

a lord, he would have put his arm around me and laughed along. 

But slow realisation seeped into me between chuckles; he barely had a swig of his bottle 

this afternoon and, come to think of it, he too left almost the entire bottle of dinner’s Ma-

deira to me. I tinged with guilt at my condescension as it was I who was, in that moment 

and the entire day, unbelievably drunk. The Ant stood and delivered, soberly, “You’re sim-

ple. Something happens that shakes your usual habits, and occasionally you’re lulled into 

the desire of doing something about it: a burst of half-hearted rebellion, before crawling 

back to your daily life.” 

His accusations were silly! And so I laughed even further! Steadying myself – shaking 

from the laughter and not the drink, I assure you - I rebutted. “In that case, I’d rather suffer 

through the futility of life than not have one at all.” 

He held his breath in consideration before ending. “I bet you probably think that’s the sen-

sible thing to do.” Looking at me earnestly, I saw the prevailing piety that was deep within 

this troubled little thing. Without waiting for even a closing word from me, the Ant marched 

proudly off; distantly down the promenades of Soho against the flow of complacent folk 

walking in the opposite direction. Left to sip my medicine, a drunken me could only smile 

and comprehend that I would have to suffer through the rest of my life written in a sched-

ule. 
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Cupid’s Arrow 
Sura Fawzi 
  
Indeed, what a miserable sphere of sin and 

Violence. But, does love really make it better? 

All of you; be in love!  

Except you… 

You’re happy. 

If cupid were omniscient,  

With enough arrows to pair up every organism on Earth, 

Only then, would he feel accomplished. 

Born a giddy infant, 

He soon reached an 180˚ change of attitude. 

In need of solace; 

He developed his arrows. 

At first, the happiness he caused made him happy too 

Until one day, a partnership he’d produced  

Grew old and feeble. Dead was the man; 

And miserable was the widowed wife. 

Too afraid to use his arrows again, 

He watched more and more couples lose to age and disease 

And fewer and fewer couples marry, but deceive! 

Until one day, he’d had enough. 

And struck his heart with his own arrow…  

Done in a desolate room, he hadn’t planned on being affected by the spell; 

Alack, a mortal woman walked in at that very moment 

And he too, became mortal; 
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They were the last to be struck by Cupid. 

And the last to truly fall in love 

But Cupid finally found his source of happiness-  

Loving 

And being loved. 
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16 October: Film  
Adaptations 

 
With film’s exponential rise as a legitimate and artistic industry, directors of book adapta-
tions such as Francis Ford Coppola, David Fincher and Stanley Kubrick are often heralded 
as an equal to the work’s authors. Filmmakers use their creative licenses to interpret the 
book and create original cinema or invigorate the old. Thus the pressure to do the litera-
ture justice as well as create a stand-alone masterpiece is ever-present. Although the writ-
ten words and the filmed frames often reach out to different audiences, it does not stop 
comparisons between the two versions. As such, what effect might this have on the adap-
tation’s success? Which is ultimately better? The KHS Lit Soc sought to answer these 
questions, among others.  
 

Our Discussion 
 

Read or watch first? 
• There are problems both ways, as we are always looking for gaps – what integral parts 
the film did not include, and a book’s lack of description that films can offer. Thus watching 
the film/reading the book could unnecessarily put one off the other. 
• Perhaps watching the film gives us a synopsis, whilst reading helps us deepen our un-
derstanding. Depending on our interest in the piece, we may want to commit time into the 
book or feel as though a two-hour film will suffice.  
 

Is the beauty of the word reduced with the film? 
• Not necessarily. An example of the beauty not being lost is seen in the film adaptation of 
"Clockwork Orange", in which the narrative voice takes language from the book. 
• On the contrary, Baz Luhrmann’s 2013 adaptation of “The Great Gatsby” - as far as the 
trailer shows - seems to compromise the written metaphors of Fitzgerald’s novel in order to 
achieve his visual spectacle.    
 

Which is better: film adaptations or the original book? 
• It was unanimously agreed that film adaptations are usually worse, although there have 
been many instances in which the film has been on par with the book and rare occasions 
in which the film is better.  
• The main problem is the ‘picturisation’ and selection of actors/actresses which may not 
be as the reader initially imagined, or having the film in mind when reading the book thus 
interrupting our opportunity to imagine; depending on which order we see the film and read 
the book, there may be conflict. 
• Special effects cannot substitute for the “beauty of the word”.  
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Examples of books based on films: 
‘Star Wars’ various publications in canon 
Crowe, Cameron. ‘Fast Times at Ridgemont High: A True Story.’ 1981. 
 
Examples of films based on poetry:  
Rob Epstein’s “Howl” (2010), based on Allen Ginsberg’s Howl 
Wolfgang Petersen’s “Troy” (2004), based on Homer’s Illiad 
 
Examples of films based on Shakespearian plays:  
BBC’s “Shakespeare Retold”, based on various 
Robert Wise’s “West Side Story” (1961), based on Romeo and Juliet 
Fred M. Wilcox’s “Forbidden Planet” (1956), based on The Tempest 
 
Examples of books made into series: 
Wilson, Jacqueline. ‘The Story of Tracy Beaker.’ 1991. 
Austen, Jane. ‘Pride and Prejudice.’ 1813. 
 
Best film adaptations of literature:  
Elia Kazan’s “East of Eden” (1955), based on John Steinbeck’s East of Eden 
 

Stanley Kubrick’s “A Clockwork Orange” (1971), based on Anthony Burgess’ A Clockwork 
Orange 
 

David Fincher’s “Fight Club” (1999), based on Chuck Palahniuk’s Fight Club 
 
Worst film adaptations of literature:  
Roland Joffé’s “The Scarlet Letter” (1995), based on Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Scarlet 
Letter 

 

Walter Salles’ “On The Road” (2012), based on Jack Kerouac’s On The Road 
 

The Farrelly Brothers’ “The Perfect Catch” (2004), based on Nick Hornby’s Fever Pitch 
 
Examples of films significantly better than the book: 
Sharon Maguire’s “Brigit Jones’s Diary” (2001), based on Helen Fielding’s Bridget Jones's 
Diary 
 

Frank Darabont’s “The Shawshank Redemption” (1994), based on Stephen King’s Rita 
Hayworth and Shawshank Redemption 
 

Martin Scorsese’s “Shutter Island” (2010), based on Dennis Lehane’s Shutter Island 
 
 
 
 

Useful links 
 

http://www.totalfilm.com/features/50-best-book-to-movie-adaptations 
http://www.totalfilm.com/features/50-worst-movie-adaptations 
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noise 
Nora Selmani 
  
Screams soak into the fleshy folds of your ears like  

blood on concrete 

and the soft pads of your fingers smear crimson 

onto your drained cheeks. 

Your hollow eyes do not register the 

horror  

before you; 

what drives you is the slick click of 

your brain in action. 

Your pain does not subside but the syrupy  

sweetness of revenge saturates  

your swollen tongue. 
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Torch Song 
Sadia Hameed 
  
I depend on you, always. To have changed me, and twisted and pushed and pulled me 

into the woman that I am now, whilst keeping me the same. I still think of your curled lip 

that snarls sweet nothings during the heat of every moment. Your whispers are firm but 

kind, like shouts. You disciplined me into self-sufficiency before you left; you still think of 

me, don’t you? 

You never answer but I never need to be told. This is not unrequited, I snap at them. You 

do not understand the meaning of a tortured soul, I cliché at them, he is the one suffering, 

not I! I am a woman who wants to change you and keep you the same. Please, if you re-

turn: Use me! 

Whether it burns is a different matter. Alone I am worthless, and my hips bore easily. To 

feel pain is to feel, nonetheless – I am in no way naïve. You fulfil me, and I consent to it, is 

the matter. 

You say it hot; your breath scalds like kettle steam. You make me do what I would never 

have thought of. You make me push boundaries. You make me surpass my limits. Admit-

tedly, yes, it hurts. But I will never be tied down with emotional ache. Quick, while my skin 

is still warm, savour it. One day they will know love at the intensity that we do. 

Perhaps you are the naïve one, is what the voices mean. But you are my equal. You are 

my superior. Nevertheless, they continue to see past your efforts into me. They tell me to 

run! Imagine, with my incredible pain threshold, what I would feel if I were to do that! But 

you silence them. You run for me.  You are my Byron. Moreover, you are wherever you 

are. 
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23 October: Horror 
 

As suggested by the name, the genre often seeks to excite fear and terror and therefore 
has a lot to do with our emotions. Though its golden age is said to be the eighties, horror 
has its roots in ancient folk tales, where heaven, hell, witchcraft, and superstitions were the 
most dominant themes. In the eighteenth century, the genre evolved into gothic horror, at 
which time it began to encompass some of the elements that define it today, such as the 
supernatural/preternatural, ambiguousness, terror, abhuman, open ending, disquietude, 
and the "fantastic". However, how many of us today only associate horror with blood and 
human remains? How many of us consider the subtle aims of horror, especially how it 
serves as a representation of society's greatest fears? This is what we have been asking 
ourselves in the KHS Lit Soc. 
 

Our Discussion 
 

"Horror is not a genre, like the mystery or science fiction or the western. It is not a kind of 
fiction, meant to be confined to the ghetto of a special shelf in libraries or bookstores. Hor-
ror is an emotion." 
(Douglas Winter in "Prime Evil", 1982) 
 

What is horror? 
• Horror is perhaps an emotion, but it cannot be felt in the same manner by all readers. 
Since it could be argued that one can only be frightened or emotional if the subject relates 
to them personally, each reader could be interpreting the emotion in horror fiction in their 
own way. 
• Horror cannot be restricted to simply being an emotion: many horror films cause physi-
cal reactions, such as an adrenaline rush; much horror can be inspired by physical needs, 
such as sexual desires. Being so closely related to the physical, horror fiction cannot be a 
mere emotion. 
 
 

What is the difference between horror and the gothic? 
• It could be argued that there is no difference as such; horror, particularly since the eight-
eenth century and "The Castle of Otranto", seems to be an element of the gothic. 
• Horror, given its focus on exciting extreme emotions, is perhaps a less challenging and 
easily-accessible version of the gothic. 
 
 

What are some possible purposes of horror fiction? 
• Having a tendency to explore the most forbidden evils in our society, the genre could be 
used to caution readers. 
• Being able to include the "fantastic", the genre could provide a form of escapism. 
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Why are we so drawn to horror? 

• Human nature makes horror compelling. If horror can be described as an emotion, hu-
man nature, with its easy submission to emotions, is automatically an inevitable victim of 
horror fiction. What is more, from Edgar Allan Poe to Robert Louis Stevenson, writers of 
horror fiction feed off readers' fears and desires for their inspiration. 
• As horror can be a medium for expressing and dealing with widespread fears in society, 
many readers may find horror helps them understand and face reality. 
• Horror, given its potential to be about the "fantastic", can also be used to talk about 
hopes for change, which may be welcomed by readers with such hopes. 
• If horror is indeed an emotion, it can be related to by all readers at some point in their 
lives and therefore perhaps likely to secure a long-term market in the literary world. 
 

How can horror help us understand other aspects of our lives? 
• Religion, as well as furnishing horror fiction with devils, witches, and rituals, perhaps 
also contributes to the moral messages in some tales of horror. 
• Some recent horror fiction, with its emphasis on violence, could be adding to the sensa-
tionalism of the masculine image. 
• Female personae in horror fiction are often portrayed as devilish seductresses, damsels 
in distress, or corrupted and corrupting objects. Not only could this help encourage the no-
tion of all women being endowed with Eve's disobedience and lack of self-control, but also 
could explain the continued male dominance in many areas. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Recommended reading 
 

Kafka, Franz. The Metamorphosis. 1915. 
Shelley, Mary. Frankenstein. 1831. 

Stoker, Bram. Dracula. 1897. 
Walpole, Horace. The Castle of Otranto. 1764. 

Wilde, Oscar. The Picture of Dorian Gray. 1890. 
 

Useful links 
 

Horror Writers Association’s definition of horror: http://www.horror.org/horror-is.htm 
http://www.guardian.co.uk/books/booksblog/2012/nov/07/horror-genre-literary-hell 
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Bloody Apples 
Samantha Siva 
  

Mr Falconer sat his students down. Their eyes glowed with enthusiasm and youth but 
something in the picture was odd. These students in their uniforms, not quite disregarding 
nor following the rules, fidgeting with an internet veteran’s attention span – yet under his 
soft, smiling eyes the near adults wore visages of maturity and intelligence. Mrs Apfel was 
astounded. She struggled to keep her thin lips together and her wire glasses on the bridge 
of her nose. 
 
“I would like you to meet an old acquaintance of mine, she was my own philosophy teacher 
when I was your age,” He smiled at little, old Mrs Apfel sat with her leather briefcase, worn 
and hardy, in 20 denier stockings and sensible office shoes. Her small shoulders had grown 
hunched although her posture hadn’t worsened significantly. She wore a dark blue cardi-
gan, that awful shade of dark blue that shamed the numerous other beautiful tones it had to 
offer, and a grey skirt that fell past her knee. Her small, dappled hands with their fingers 
curled around the handle of the briefcase on her lap shook ever so slightly. “This is Mrs 
Apfel, a wonderful woman who inspired me to follow in her footsteps,” He smiled brighter, 
Mrs Apfel felt as though she would drown in his smiles. Like a cubist painting, she scruti-
nised it wondering why on earth it was the way it was. Mrs Apfel did not like Cubism.  Turn-
ing to look at his students she saw sarcastic smiles lingering with expressions of genuine 
interest and those who seemed simply bored to be there yet they all had fiery stares. Inso-
lent, articulate and sharp pupils were luminously boring into her faded skin. She knew 
would suffocate in their intoxicatingly ruthless and subversive adolescence. 
 
“Thank you, Mr Falconer,” Eloquent and careful, Mrs Apfel spoke with an easy authority 
that had made her a captivating orator although, as Mr Falconer knew, she was not an im-
pressive educator, “and thank you for inviting me to your debate club.” 
 
“You teach philosophy?” A feminine voice came from a girl with freckles dotted across her 
button nose. Whilst her face was still soft with juvenility her eyes had an intense darkness 
that ate away at its recipient. Mrs Apfel tried not to shiver. 
 
“I did, but I am far too old now, now I just… I just read and -” She could not return the girl’s 
stare so peered out the window, not seeing, “I read and dream of older days.” Fatigue and 
age had set in, though and Mrs Apfel was not the same woman she was those years ago. 
“Does it matter if there’s a god or not? Why do we care so much?” Her head had tilted to 
the side minutely, a subtle motion, and those terrifying eyes softened just as much. 
 
“Well, Miriam let’s not dither on divinity for much longer, we debated that quite some time 
ago and had quite an audience reaction,” Mr Falconer remarked. 
 
“Our audience are idiots, they voted against evolution even though Mark had had not a sin-
gle substantial argument and ours was stronger overall, just because Ramjit is the adorable 
Indian visiting student. How can we seriously propose anything to a horde of superficial,  
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complacent -” Another girl, dark hair and dark eyes under a furrowed brow which was 
screaming the indignity! 
 
“Now, Anne, let’s not dwell on the past. Your argument was fantastic, and at the Oxford 
competition that is what will count,” 
 
Screeching a pitch that should never be heard, a trill tore through the air with the violence 
of steel shears cutting through rice paper. Almost simultaneously, the students and teacher 
and former teacher poked fingers into their ears. An eruption of noise flowed into the corri-
dor as the student body crawled in from lunch break, their stomachs full and appetites 
quenched and lethargy creeping up their necks. His students said their goodbyes, bustled 
through the door glancing at Mrs Apfel whilst they crossed the threshold. 
 
When the turbulence of period four quietened Mrs Apfel had recited the words, albeit in-
wardly, that she had planned to say again to her former student. He caught her before she 
had the opportunity to vocalise. 
 
“Deidre, why visit me now?” He asked laconically. 
 
“You look… well, Arthur, very well,” She said, surprising herself, not sure where it had 
come from. 
 
“Thank you, Mrs Apfel, you were always kind,” He smiled, “I think I must tell you a story 
first, before you start speaking as we both know how you can go quite slowly.” 
 
A tremor ran down her tiny, frail body, her blood curdled and her joints ached. 
 
“Three students, three wonderfully acute, beautifully talented children and how witty and 
perceptive too - my favourite class, they were,” He reflected as he walked towards the win-
dows and started drawing the curtains, a heavy blue material the same shade as her cardi-
gan. Leisurely going from one window to the next, with an ease of a wolf in its territory, 
“Could you be a dear and turn on the lights?” He requested, looking over his shoulder. 
 
Light refracted on his lenses, obscuring his eyes, he looked inanimate. Mrs Apfel turned to 
the wall which held the door, supposing it also held the light switch. Nevertheless, before 
she could stand he had commenced. 
 
“Ellis Bauer, Charlotte Hannah and Emile Allen – each as delightful as the other, charis-
matic and inimitable,” 
 
“I would like to give my -” Mrs Apfel blurted in the gloom. Why could she not control herself 
alone with him? She beseeched her restraint, the restraint she had worked her long lifetime 
building. 
 
“Now, Deidre, please don’t interrupt,” Grotesquely smiling in the dim light, “Ellis was an  
 
 

30 



 31 

  
 
 
 
amazing academic, musically gifted and sportive too. He was easy going but impatient and 
lusted knowledge and understanding of all things. Charlotte was charming with a tongue of 
honey that could convince a banker that money was meaningless. Emile cared little for les-
sons and studies but read and read as though oxygen would only diffuse in his lungs if he 
had completed a novel that day. There are people, Deidre, who look at you and rob you of 
your soul simply because their personalities are luxurious, too much and you just can’t 
breathe. I don’t mean obnoxious, self-absorbed types who tire those around them, I mean 
those who are more than muses and creators – transgress greater than that man who stole 
fire from the gods, that fallen fool who called for war against his father, the sitter who inad-
vertently killed the painter as he felt he could paint no greater work of art. I’m not sure 
words can truly encapsulate the magnanimity of these children, who were more than chil-
dren and more than… human. 
 
“Our class was small, so intimate that it felt like being sat with Byron and Shelley and 
Keats, perhaps it was inevitable, it was inebriating. Our last class together is something I 
hold dear, and I hold so very little close to my heart as it is. Ellis was still in his cricket uni-
form, grass stains on his knees and dark shadows of perspiration in the armpits of his shirt. 
Charlotte wore her uniform black skirt and blue blouse tucked in with a cotton, black unbut-
toned vest worn over, and Emile, not feeling the June summer in his leavers’ hoodie. Their 
faces were flushed with the contentment of completed exams and imminent independence. 
 
“They had given me a bouquet of red tulips, its bulbs like bulging drops of blood, scentless 
apart from that flowery smell that magnoliophyta plants seem to have. My gift was finished 
with a dusty bottle of Haitian rum; its name was in reverence of Toussaint Louverture and 
bore an inky illustration of a dark man with a pair of pistols crossed over his chest. Emile 
was resting his chin on a book whose title I couldn’t discern, his arms folded about it with 
his back bent over the table top, he asked me, beguilingly terse, “So, Mr Falconer, have 
you a parting gift for your most adored students?” I could not withhold a smile, although I 
find that I smile whenever I think of them and smile quite often because of this. I responded 
by asking why he believed that such a gift had ever crossed my mind. To give in order to 
receive is a horrible habit. It was then that Charlotte retorted, “And why is it so detestable to 
expect a gift when one has given? Why is modesty seen as a virtue? It is a lie that we hide 
behind to gain favour.” She grinned, nonetheless, her biting words flirtatiously strewn be-
tween us. Ellis laughed and nudged her playfully with her elbow. It was then. It was then 
that I knew our paradisiacal existence had come to an end. Charlotte’s facetious grimace 
fell into one of discomfort. 
 
“I had forgotten that these children, my children were now adults, I had forgotten their base 
desires and lower pleasures. We had been Plato’s academy. Revulsion rose in my throat as 
bile does when one sees something most disturbing. Oh, Deidre, it is dreadfully dark but do 
not try to find the light, I feel that it is better like this – don’t you, it complements the ambi-
ence, does it not? Oh, Deidre, I had struggled with what I would bestow my most favourite 
class but I had come to my resolution then.” 
 
Mr Falconer walked with deliberate steps towards Mrs Apfel, she gripped her briefcase  
 
 

31 



 32 

  
 
 
 
tighter as he reached behind her and pulled the blind down the embedded window in the 
door. Withdrawing, he then placed his palm affectionately on her shoulder. Tall, he had al-
ways been tall, Mrs Apfel thought to herself. He had broad shoulders and chestnut brown 
hair parted and combed neatly with one lock defying order falling into his forehead. To as-
certain his abstruse age was difficult, his face was nearly esoteric and his smile was arro-
gantly mocking. He had always been like this. 
 
Mrs Apfel was eighty-four years of age. How long had it been? Had it been that recent? His 
hand was still on her shoulder. 
 
“Mrs Deidre Apfel, I’d never thought I would see you again,” His tone wore the condescen-
sion of someone aware of whatever dramatic irony that remained a mystery to her.  His 
hand stroked her thin and loose skin of her cheek, “Would you still like to know what I gave 
my students?” 
 
Slow, cautious nods prompted his most depraved mien. 
 
“I gave them martyrdom,” His free hand rose to stroke her other cheek, he halted and held 
her small, old face in his palms, “I ate them, every little piece of flesh and bones, the hair 
was annoying but after a few bites I was filled with gemutlich and it all swallowed smoothly. 
I had forgotten how delectable young meat is, how perfectly tender and rich, not overbear-
ingly so, and they tasted so pure and…” He bit his lip, ran the tip of his tongue across the 
edge, “I’m not sure I could eat another thing ever again.” The grip hardened, compressing 
her skull, she writhed uncomfortably. “But, dear Deidre, why did you have to come?” 
Sobbing now, little choked guttural sounds, “I… I wanted to give you my condolences. I 
had read about the tragedy.” 
 
He laughed, then beaming he kissed her as one would a nephew, “Oh foolish, foolish… it 
is not a tragedy, I feel them in me – I feel their energy and youth, like fireworks in my blood, 
I am elated and will be filled with elation for eternity! Ecstatic – I’m madly ecstatic!” 
 
Releasing her head, her white hair dishevelled, how many years has it been? It had not 
been more than fifty years ago, how could you look so young? How? She screamed within, 
fear had paralysed her once articulate and eloquent mouth. He clasped her right hand. 
Turning it, studying it as though it were a cut of meat, she could not see his face in the 
shadow-flooded classroom. 
 
A flash of white, his teeth were pearls in the darkness, she couldn’t scream as the pain 
shot through her. Blood dribbled down his lip. How young he looks, Deidre thought as her 
vision blurred, sanguine slaver trickled down his chin, how infantile. 
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Deandra 
Sura Fawzi 
  
Every morning at precisely six o’clock, Deandra would sit up on her bed and finish off her 

dream. Staring blankly into space, she usually wondered whether spirits or ghosts truly ex-

isted. Sometimes she would think so hard of the matter she could swear she felt another 

presence about her room. Maybe, the spirits thought of her also as a spirit. Perhaps, they 

couldn’t see her, similarly to the fact she couldn’t see them. Frowning with deep thought 

over a cup of tea was a habit she felt she couldn’t control. However, her concerns on real 

matters weren’t any more relaxing than those related to the supernatural world. There 

were too many chores to do and too many people she despised in the real world. Thus, 

her likability for death and all that comes with it grew strong like her tea. Daily, she’d weigh 

up the pros and cons of dying- not because she was depressed and tired of the world, but 

because she was very, very curious. 

 

One morning at around seven o’ clock, Deandra appeared to have overslept. Her mother, 

Liv had not heard Deandra’s routinely footsteps creeping down the stairs to make some 

tea. She’d waited an hour before deciding to check up on Deandra. Just like she had sus-

pected, Deandra had not moved out of bed. She blamed herself. Why hadn’t she been a 

better mother; a mother that would actually ask her daughter how she was feeling! With 

that, Deandra’s case became a mystery. Some bade her good in the ‘other world’; others 

stated she lived in her lovers’ hearts. But the majority mentioned God and Heaven. Only 

Deandra knew the truth.  
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11 December: Short 
Stories 
 
The short story, unlike its longer counterparts such as the novel or novella, is a brief, sim-
ple narrative in prose; some critics even suggest that it can only produce one common re-
action amongst its readers. What is more, this simplicity made the genre readily adaptable 
to different regions, cultures, and situations; it offers bitesize information suited to our fast 
lifestyles. Yet, how much do short stories really stand a chance against novels? How have 
short stories tried to evolve? As it is after all the product of an industrial era, how relevant 
is the genre to the 21st century? These are some of the questions that have been explored 
by the KHS Lit Soc. 
 

 
Critical perspectives 

 
Liu, Yujun  
‘The Significance of Structure in Analysing Short Stories.` Asian Social Science 08. 2009. 
pp.140-143. 
 
Structure satisfies our need for order, proportion, and arrangement. A story's symmetry or 
balance of details may please us, as may its alternating of moments of tension and relaxa-
tion. Although the sense of form and gift of style are secondary to the idea, conception, 
and subject, they are essential to the writing of a good short story… The short story re-
quires the reader's utmost attention, a focus of the mind on each detail like a fine lyric 
poem. It seems boneless, unlike the bone-structured novel. 
 
Joseph, A Varghese 
‘A Psychoanalytic Approach to the Reading of a Short Story.` Journal of Literature, Culture 
and Media Studies 04. 2010. pp.314-318. 
 
Norman Holland, a psychoanalytic critic claimed that readers' motives strongly influence 
how they read. Holland calls this method Transactive analysis because reading involves a 
transaction between the reader and a real text. Holland focused on how readers' interpre-
tations reveal about themselves, not about the text. He calls the pattern of our psychologi-
cal conflicts and coping strategies our identity theme…Analogously, when we read litera-
ture, we project our identity theme, or variations of it, onto the text. That is, various ways 
we unconsciously re-create in the text the world that exists in our mind. Our interpreta-
tions, then, are products of fears, defences, needs, and desires we bring to the reading of 
the text. 
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Memon, Muhammad Umar. 
‘Introducing the Urdu Short Story in Translation.’ Pakistaniaat: A Journal of Pakistan Stud-
ies 01. 2009. pp1-9. 
 
The two decades between the birth of the Progressives in 1936 and the demise of their  
Movement in the 1950s may be considered the most propitious period for the develop-
ment of Urdu fiction. In that period the short story, for instance, broadened its thematic ho-
rizon to include not just the external but also the intensely personal, and showed an in-
creasing openness to technical innovation. More than anything else, it ensured a decisive 
break from the residual elements of the dastan  that still flickered unsuspectingly in the fic-
tional production of the time. Alongside the didactic and socially motivated agenda, which 
remained the hallmark of much of the Progressive writing of the period, one can see, pri-
marily among the nonaligned writers, the use of the short story as a form fully aware of its 
inherent potential for the discovery and articulation of realities beyond the external and the 
social. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Recommended reading 
 

Carter, Angela. The Tiger's Bride in The Bloody Chamber and Other Stories. 1979. 
Chekhov, Anton. The Kiss.1887. 

Dahl, Roald. B——. 1974. 
Gillman, Charlotte. Turned. 1911. 

Poe, Edgar Allan. The Fall of the House of Usher. 1839. 
Williams, William Carlos. The Use of Force. 1938. 

 

Useful links 
 

http://www.guardian.co.uk/books/series/abriefsurveyoftheshortstory 
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The Disappearance of 
Professor Rice and the 
Bloody Elixir 
Samantha Siva 
  

Monday, 27
th
 October 

There was an awful rapping at my office door, murmurings of an argument in the hallway 
protruded through the spacing between the floor and wood. I had dozed off at my desk, an 
Oriental pipe in my fingers and drool dried and flaky on my chin. I looked around, disorien-
tated, wondering aloud where William was. I almost called out Jane’s name… The door 
flung open and there stood a beautiful half-caste woman with dark, dark skin, and long 
black hair from the olive gardens of the Mediterranean. It was the newlywed, Mrs Rice, 
who lingered around the university like fungi. Why couldn’t dear Bertie keep a hold of her? 
At present she was in hysterics and gesticulating, and battering her small, dainty fists 
against William who towered over her and wore a mild expression of annoyance as he at-
tempted to constrain her (in the most amiable of manners). I thought that a smack would 
quiet her down, so I flew across the room in graceful sweeps and flung the back of my 
hand towards her. She was distracted by the horror, the impending shock, of my motion. 
Upon impact, the collision made a thunderous crack. Then she fell limp in his arms, Wil-
liam was using such little effort that he jumped ever so slightly and tightened his hold 
around her. The slap was hardly efficient enough to knock her cold but she had calmed 
down and scowled at me with venomous snake eyes. When I opened my mouth to speak, 
she spat right in it, phloem and spittle slid down my tongue and landed like a rock on one’s 
toe in my stomach (I was near retching). I cursed as the bile rose. The little minx, I thought, 
she had fierce French stock within her and I recoiled as I imagined her undressed and 
looking lustily into my eyes. I blushed to myself, almost giggled so I had to excuse myself  
to my desk so as to imagine her breasts and nape and the small of her back… 
 
William cleared his throat. I looked up. She smelt his neck, quite inappropriately too, al-
though I cannot quite fathom the appropriate etiquette for smelling another’s neck. She 
looked like a cat, her arms pinned by her side, her neck stretching towards him, her nose 
brushing his mahogany skin. I was entranced. There, before me, were two beautiful peo-
ple, embracing… 
 
“Get her off of me!”  William yelled but it was corrupted by Mrs Rice’s tickling fingers that 
made him break into laughter. 
 
“I came to speak to Monsieur Feeding,” she announced proudly. 
 
“It’s Monsieur Fielding!” I replied, I ushered her to the seats before me. 
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She looked with contemptuous eyes at poor William who would not release her and 
looked rather hesitant and worn. He finally shrugged his shoulders and let her stumble. 
She straightened out her skirt and jacket but paid no mind to her wild hair and stalked over 
to the seat. William watched her then followed cautiously. “Whatever is the matter?” I 
asked; I was tired already and wanted to sleep in my cosy bed - filled with ennui. 
 
No longer glaring, her face looked warm and gentle, fatigued. Her lips were shocking red 
which contrasted with the cocoa brown of her skin and the black eye makeup that intensi-
fied her stare, which in turn never quite met with others’ eyes. She took out a handkerchief, 
it was dirty and used, smudged with red and black. She then said: 
 
As you may know, Professeur Feeling, my dear mari, has disappeared; four nights it has 
been, FOUR! I do not know what to do, I feel vulnerable and weeeek, and what am I but a 
poor woman with an… an… - at this point she was lost for words and her hands sorted 
through the air with wide eyes. 
 
She was enrapturing, I fell under a spell. Before, her hysteria was repulsive, but now, her 
lugubrious weeps filled me with urgency and charity. 
 
“My dear woman, Professor Rice was a dear friend of mine and I shall find him no matter 
what his shape or situation!” I proclaimed. I saw in my periphery, William shaking his head 
whilst rolling a cigarette. 
 
“Oh thank you sir, thank you, thank you,” she said with the handkerchief to her nose. 
Then, all quite suddenly, she clasped my hand and kissed it. I was stunned but my heart 
raced under her hold, her lips felt soft and left little red stains… I looked up as she raised 
her head, tears in her eyes, a beautiful smile that could light the world’s sky with iridescent 
fireworks! She jumped up and moved her chair before we could act gentlemanly, she shot 
out of the door like Eros’ arrow and disappeared to wherever a woman like that went to. 
My eyes trailed after her out of the door. 
 
“I don’t trust her,” William commented as he lit his cigarette, his eyes also on the door. I 
replied that I did not either but I remained enamoured. She was intelligent; there was no 
way that such a beautiful woman could jump from contempt to manipulative pleading in 
that short space of time without an agenda, but I was too foolish to care for the details at 
such a time when a hurricane had come and gone. 
 
William then began to berate me, as per usual, he sighed and tutted and I nearly threw a 
paperweight at his head but then I saw that I had something bigger, a lamp, and threw that 
instead. He caught it, smirking conceitedly, then moaned on and on about how we knew 
nothing about Professor Rice’s whereabouts, that we, in fact, had not noticed his disap-
pearance; was it in the newspaper? I exploded and shouted, asking; what do you suggest, 
then? To which he said, coolly and aloof, we must visit George and find out whatever non-
sense had been drifting through that rancid public house he stays in and whether anything 
about a fat, old professor had swam through. I was silent for a few moments, terrified,  
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George was still rather angry at me after I spilt some ale on his great epic and ruined half 
a page! Half of a page! The ruddy… 
 
Grow up Henry, William sighed again. I cursed and asked for my coat, he laughed and 
walked away to dress himself. I really should hire a man servant; William is too stubborn 
an assistance to offer any assistance. As we departed from The University, William in-
formed me of Mrs Rice: nee Isabelle Saint-Jean, her father was an Italian professor of Lin-
guistics and her mother was an artist, supposedly, they were never married. However her 
father provided for her throughout her childhood funding her education and an adequate 
state of living, and as he was unmarried and without legitimate children she visited him 
every Easter to celebrate the end of Lent and stayed four months in his company. Her 
early childhood was spent in Haiti with her mother but when she had reached the tender 
age of ten her mother had died of consumption. Her father then paid for her to study at a  
 
prestigious French Ladies school (in Paris) and hired private tutors so as to supplement 
her basic domestic education to that far superior of most gentlemen, she was literate in 
mathematics, sciences and philosophies, fluent in several languages and the classics. She 
then fought tirelessly for a higher education and won a place through her father’s influence 
at the university he researched and taught at in Montpellier (although he had previously 
worked across Europe). She read the sciences as that was her preference and left with a 
vast knowledge. But when her father died three years ago, she married Professor Rice, 
who was on his sabbatical in France a few months after the funeral. It seemed preposter-
ous that she would sign away her wealth, all of which was inherited from her father’s es-
tate, but she did, she married the bumbling biologist and now the fool was missing. If his 
will did not dictate that all should be left to his poor, mulatto wife then she would have lost 
everything… including what was rightfully hers! I wept secretly to myself, the girl was 
probably ostracised her whole life, to attend a primarily European boarding school in Paris, 
and then to traverse to Italy from her childhood home of Haiti annually! It was at this time 
William thumped me on the back so that I would shut up… I was not aware that I spoke so 
loudly, or passionately. I was intrigued, I said calmly to my friend that she reminded me of 
the feeling I had when I had met him, and George, and my dear Jane (although I did not 
vocalise the latter).  William snorted and repeated that he did not trust her to which I said 
made it all the more fascinating! 
 
We had reached the Battle of Trafalgar sooner than I had realised. Smoke wound out of 
the windows, which were cracked and shattered in some places, how horrifying, it climbed 
up the walls, up the black wood panels against the harsh white, Tudor? I pondered. We 
walked in, pushing the heavy door, and saw George drunk and fondling poor Margy, who 
was ruddy-cheeked and hair awry. 
 
Ah! It’s the murderer! George had shouted, his words slurred and coarse. I felt my heart 
thump plaintively. I felt my cheeks redden, oh my dear friend, I said or something that was 
equally weak. He shoved Margy off of his lap and stormed towards me. His hair danced 
tempestuously, his eyes bore the madness of the harsh gales. You! He screeched, digging 
his finger into my heart. “I apologise! I will apologise for eternity if you forgive me!” I wailed.  
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He then snidely remarked that an eternal apology for an immediate clemency was absurd 
and the frivolous being that I am should require the long burden of shame and blame! His 
eyes then lit up… he had rhymed. I thought to myself that I was perhaps his muse. 
 
George relaxed after this and we went to his table, struggling against the sticky floor. We 
ordered a round and Marie waddled, like a duck with her bust and bottom stuck out, over 
to us with our brimming beverages. William and George jumped into conversation, George 
wanted to tell William of a beautiful woman he had seen and how the next day she was 
dead; drained of blood she looked like a sultana! He wept, very drunk was he, and mourn-
fully told us of her beautiful red hair and brown eyes like… like… then George looked 
blankly before his being. There was a surging terror crawling on his retinas. “I cannot… I 
cannot think of a simile…” He uttered so very softly.” I am a talentless fool, I am useless 
and wordless, and I shall never be who I crave to be…” he whimpered. William, rolling a 
cigarette, then said plainly that he shouldn’t worry; her eyes were so very beautiful that 
there was none to compare. George still sunk onto the table and sulked. “Perhaps I have 
lost my heart…” he muttered, “perhaps it was robbed of me by the murderer,” even this 
statement was half-hearted and he barely stuck a finger accusingly at me. 
 
“Do not worry, friend, I love you and I believe your heart remains within you! Your poetry 
will be born soon, soon... I do however, request your help,” I had voiced with enthusiasm. 
He snorted. 
 
“William was wondering if perchance you had heard any word of Professor Albert Rice, the 
poor bastard has gone missing!” I forced a laugh and slapped the table, feeling rather awk-
ward. 
 
Raising his head slightly towards William, George accepted his nod. He said that he saw a 
fat fool around Hyde Park a few nights ago if that is whom you speak of. Although that 
could be any well fed gent in town, he continued. He was sat up now and wiped his face 
with his dirty coat sleeve.  The cold was seeping in and we shuddered in unison. “Why are 
you looking for him?” He asked then tipped the remnants of his brew down his throat. 
 
William then quickly replied that it was a pretty girl. I blushed. They would mock me to-
gether now, such cruel fellows. 
 
George then squared his eyes upon me, I was ready to cower, but instead he wrapped an 
arm around me and wailed something about the evils of pretty girls! I tried to say that it 
was not a pretty girl, rather a handsome woman, but he just wailed and ordered another 
round. 
 
We spent three more hours drinking until George fell unconscious upon the table, dribble 
pooling around his cheek. Margy then came and stroked his hair, she then said in a lovely 
sing-song voice that she knew Mistah Rice, she did (she repeated herself like this) and 
that he was talking to a whore called Siobhan, an Irish girl with brown hair and green eyes, 
she has (like I said, she spoke like this). I thanked her, gave her a tip but she scoffed and  
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said that this would have to go towards Collins’ bill the poor bugger, I then asked where I 
could find Siobhan, and of course it was Soho. Rather devilish… 
 
William and I strolled through the night towards our lodgings. William seemed sober, al-
though he had drunk more than I, while I stumbled and tripped and felt a song in my heart 
but I would have to face William’s wrath if I dared. Sometimes I believe he is embarrassed 
by me. 
 
Before we had even reached 100 yards of the public house, we were jumped! Aaah! Wil-
liam struck the monster and it collapsed. Stamping my foot upon the criminal’s chest, we 
shouted vile remarks about what a fool he was! The man was gaunt and squirmed and 
scratched the air between us, groaning and gasping as though he was thirsty. We were 
dumbfounded and stared at this beast; he most certainly was abject in the lonely night, not 
quite human, yet I am of greater certainty that he would be abject in the light of day. “What 
are you?” William asked, more to himself. Yet, the beast refused to quit, his moans were 
ominous and shook me deep in my spirit, his hands clawing at us. I then kicked the fool in 
the head to incapacitate him. We left feeling confused and numb. The November chill was 
setting in. 
 
The next morning we went to The University, there we investigated Professor Rice’s office. 
There was nothing of use, in fact there seemed to be books and files missing. In his labo-
ratory we found his wife. She wore spectacles and was craned over some apparatus. She 
then turned around with a grin and shining eyes (perhaps it was the light reflecting on the 
glass), she held in her hands, between her fingers, a glass slide with drops of red liquid… 
blood, I thought. She was startled as she noticed our presence and nearly shattered the 
slide but caught it just in time. “What are you doing here?” She demanded, her face was 
offensive, her voice was imperative. 
 
“We were going to take a look around your husband’s laboratory then we found you, per-
haps you are the missing link,” I mused, flirting with her. 
 
But she jumped back and looked terrified; “I’m just… retrieving something of his! I am 
sorry, please do not report me!” She bowed her head in shame. 
 
“Not at all, my child!” I felt the injustice of her sex reducing her to impotent and babbling. 
Had she been caught before, reprimanded? Oh woe, she deserved better! She was an in-
telligent, educated, beauty! 
 
William interrupted my thoughts by stating tersely that he knew she used the laboratories 
to study whatever she studied, that her marriage was false, she was just using Professor 
Albert Rice to access the equipment available! 
 
She looked ready to kill him, then her face melted and trembled and she cried. 
 
“William!” I yelled, “you made a lady cry!” 
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I panicked and clasped her to my chest, cradled her, protected her! 
 
“Please…” she murmured. 
 
“Yes,” I prompted, “yes, yes?” 
 
“Please release me… I am a married woman and I believe we are not familiar enough to 
allow such actions.” 
 
She wiped her eyes after I let my arms fall and cowered into a corner to cry myself. Mrs 
Rice then replied to William: 
 
I am not using Professor Rice just to access the pitiful ‘equipment’ offered by this Univer-
sity, of which I cannot recall the name although I am within it, there are more reasons than 
what you know and you are rude to make such presumptions! Sir, I do not care if you trust 
me or not, I just need to find my husband’s – it was at this moment she stopped herself. 
 
“Husband’s what?” William asked. 
 
“My husband, that is all,” she snapped and walked away to put away her papers. I leered 
over her shoulder and saw some references to haemoglobin and so on. I am not very sci-
ence literate, unfortunately. She turned sharply and knocked into me; I fell back and 
knocked a few beakers that shattered on the ground. She screamed and William jumped. 
After breathing deeply to calm down she then commanded that we leave. I was feeling irri-
tated for my rejection and her rant had been unnecessarily demeaning so I snapped that 
she must give us more information than the vague details we had. Taken aback, she 
shrugged her shoulders and told us that Professor Rice married her with a promise that all 
her money would remain hers as long as she aided him with a new project. That was three 
years ago. 
 
I then bowed in apology for my forward behaviour, adding that I only admired her in the 
most platonic of fashions. I would have continued to explain my initial attraction was based 
solely on her appearance but now my feelings were deeper and developed and that I re-
spected her as I do a man! William knowing this and presuming that that may be badly in-
terpreted, bid adieu and dragged me out of the laboratory. “We must visit again when she 
is not there,” he said to me as we went towards my office. His eyes were distant, calculat-
ing. He then said, so softly that it was almost inaudible, that the reason for their marriage 
did not seem reason enough. I pondered over the matter too, her father had died and per-
haps her position was threatened, but that seemed unlikely, for a woman of such intellec-
tual stature. 
 
George was at my office door asleep and snoring like a child. He looked a picture of inno-
cence with ruddy cheeks and glistening lashes. His hair was without a hat and whipped 
around; frozen in a knotty fashion yet short with his mutton chops dampened and soaked 
in ale. He smelt of the public house; its grim odour hung around him like a French man  
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with cologne. William muttered something like, he looks horrible, in the way a mother 
might talk of a sickly puppy. We woke him and he was vexed as though we were disturbing 
him. He dragged his feet into the room and chugged down three cups of sugary tea as we 
watched with the concern of churchmen. I asked him why on earth he was sleeping like an 
abandoned child on my doorstep. He told us sadly of how Margy found out about his going 
to see a woman, a woman that was not his, and as he was betrothed to the dear old Margy 
that was unforgiveable as the betrothal had been so long and withdrawn and this was not 
the first occasion he had found himself with another woman. Of course this had meant that 
Margy wasn’t going to bother keeping up his bill at The Battle and Marie and her husband, 
Mister Gelly John, chucked him out and he had no place to go but back to the University 
as he couldn’t recall where I lived and barely remembered the University’s name. William 
handed him a gorgeous black cylinder that smelt of American pastures. They smoked to-
gether and the office was filled with grey dancing clouds. He sighed and said he had been 
drinking far too much in the self-deprecating fashion that he had decided to uphold in order 
to make oneself feel better. He said he would quit the devil’s drink immediately and make 
money writing Boy’s Stories as he had a dream of three friends who had become immortal 
and trawled through the sewers of London avoiding the pigs! 
 
William and I laughed and said that the sewers theme was overdone, perhaps somewhere 
a bit more hygienic... that cheered us all up and the morning felt a bit brighter although 
George looked worse for wear, he had bags under his eyes and his lips were cracked and 
stripping. The whites of his eyes were bloodshot and his hands were bruised and scabby. 
His laugh ended sadly and he looked at the floor with the juxtaposing tea cup in the rough 
bedlam of his palms. 
 
I told him that his help was a necessity as a downtrodden figure, like his person, would 
guide us through the urban jungledom of Soho. He punched me and took my hand, Wil-
liam laughed and told him that he needed a wash and shave but perhaps it would be better 
appreciated after our trip. 
 
 And so we progressed through the chaos of Soho, there were naked children dying in the 
cold of late October, women in their petticoats flashing their ankles and knees, men picking 
their teeth and molesting women, music erupted and I felt a call of home. The music was 
wonderful and joyous better than the pious waltzes. I saw an Irishman and his fiddle with a 
row of red headed children dancing, kicking their feet in the air and bucking their knees. 
Oh, how sweet, I told my companions which they merely grunted at. I approached a rest-
ing dancer, she must have been ten, and I asked her about Siobhan and she told me that 
was her aunty and that she was getting married tomorrow so was getting a dress. Of 
course it was far more difficult to decipher but the child was kind and like candlelight in the 
gloom. I turned to find dear William and George arguing profusely as George brandished a 
knife, flailing it about, demanding that William not block his way. Out of the public house, 
behind gallant William, stepped a person I did not believe I would see: Professor Rice. He 
knocked William with his wide girth and William fell onto George’s blade and there was an 
unnatural silence then a tempest of noise as people recoiled in horror and surprise. The 
people swarmed as William fell flaccid and soon both were immured by the wildlings of  
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London. But my eyes failed their focus and I lost dear Professor Rice in the throng. 
When William’s body was left scampering for life on the floor and George was angrily 
throwing words and whatever else came to hand at the bloodthirsty lot, and they were left 
alone, William finally stood and limped away, tearing the knife from his breast. George 
chased after him yelling ‘Sorry’. I was let alone, staring at the doorway. I called after my 
men and tried to tell them of what I saw but William and George argued like quarrelling 
brothers; buried in their own stubborn endeavours. 
 
I left them, irritated, and returned to the scene of the stabbing. I entered the pub and 
asked at the bar if they had seen what I had seen. I gained no new knowledge as the man 
had been here from the night before, looking old, ugly, ulcerous, and thirsty – yet he never 
ordered a drink, it was only on the landlord’s request that he floundered out of the pub. I 
skipped through the streets, happy for some connection. Professor Rice was in Soho as 
we looked for his lover! He was alive too, alive! I returned back to the alley in which Wil-
liam and George bickered to find them scowling in opposite ends and told them of my dis-
covery. I ordered William to go an inform Mrs Rice of her husband’s survival and sum-
moned George to accompany me! They put up little protest and we parted ways. I got 
George to ask the women lingering on the street for Siobhan, we were saddened to find 
many such girls by that name but none with emerald eyes and chestnut hair. 
 
Then that ginger child came up to me and pointed to a woman with brown hair and hazel 
eyes walking in an ill-fitting gown, blue, hoisted up above her ankles so not to get dirty, 
stalking around the street as though she was lady of the ball. The ginger child said there’s 
my aunty sir. I patted the child’s head and approached her but then a mob of pale faced, 
freckled, men clutched me by the shoulders and started a roar of abuse, most of which I 
did not understand. I thought, to be apprehended by immigrants in a wasteland was not 
my preferred death, but I then noticed that their eyes were dark and hungry, their mouths 
dry and lecherous and their tongues licked their lips and their teeth were sharp like the 
wolf’s. I yelped and struggled, to be eaten was my fate, I was sure of it. I called for George 
and it was at that moment that I was deafened by the savages’ groans and the sunlight 
was stolen from my victim’s eyes as they collapsed on top of me. I felt their load lessen af-
ter seconds of resignation had robbed my faith and my heart skipped a beat. Hope at last, 
Prometheus was to be rescued by the hero, Heracles! I was smiling and ready for song 
when my last attacker was thrown into the shattered glass of a shop only to see that my 
hero was tainted by the devil, it was the hazel eyed b——! Not green eyed, not beautiful, 
not in any way pleasant; rather she was hungry and angry, like a lioness and one of those 
starving children who plagued the streets, but two forms liminally fused together. I batted 
my arms at her, kicked and struggled but I saw her, saw her grab my neck, saw it with my 
livid eyes, and her teeth! Oh the teeth were horrible, stained brown, flesh rotting between 
them. Then dear George must have whacked the witch’s head straight off with a chair as 
half the chair was found with her head across the road and the other half with her softened 
body before me. He looked to the sky and proclaimed that there were to be no more 
women and no more drink for the life of George Collins! I embraced my fellow and said we 
should celebrate and as there was to be no more drink or women, how about the Chinese 
opium to which he laughed and refused. 
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Remorse soon filled me as our best lead was in pieces before us. But George assured me 
that it was inevitable, she was no longer human. He picked up her head and said we 
should get it studied to find out what exactly this corruption was. I nodded and followed 
with a chill in my bones. I shall never be used to these scares. 
 
We returned to the university to find a note left by William. He had recalled that Professor 
Rice had been seen in Hyde Park and as he met Mrs Rice on her way out, told her of her 
husband’s survival, and suggested they visit Hyde Park. “How romantic,” George laughed, 
and I was horrified by the implication that William could be approaching Mrs Rice in that 
fashion. George said that she is a beautiful woman, is she not? I agreed wordlessly and 
thought of raffish William molesting her with a shudder. 
 
George went on to tell me about the beautiful redhead who had ended up dead and 
drained. He said it was horrible and broke his heart but that it was coming to her as he had 
tried so often to free her from her master, a wicked man, and he believed that man to be 
her killer. George said he had given her his last earnings so that she could flee to Paris 
and escape his abusive claws, but she remained and the bastard attacked him in the 
street and she was refused from him. And he cried and wrote her letters and poetry and he 
even wrote a Penny Dreadful tainted with the pain of love, but none predicted her demise, 
looking like a raison. A raison... a raison... I repeated over and over and he corrected me 
saying almost more like a sultana as though all her juices, her blood... and he cut himself 
short. 
 
He said she wasn’t the first. And I told him of mine and William’s encounter with a beast 
on our way home last night. George said he had had the supposition... that perhaps... Per-
haps what? I asked. 
 
George went on to say that a few long nights ago, and yes it was hard to tell when, but he 
had noticed an effeminate black man enter his, former, local pub. He had watched with an 
uncomfortable attraction, in a half lucid state, and saw the mysterious figure shake hands 
with his woman’s master. He remembered feeling disgusted, this was before her death and 
he had only felt impotent and envious of her master then. He had shaken it off but it was 
after than exchange that the deaths started happening. I grabbed his shoulders and shook 
them. Who was this man? Was he of any relation to Mrs Rice, enough to want to ruin both 
her and her husband? Reveal the marriage to be a fraud! I danced around. George started 
laughing to himself, I’m sure it was not at me, and I asked him what was so amusing. He 
then said wouldn’t it be quite curious if the mysterious man turned out to be not a dandy 
but rather the beautiful Mrs Rice (and he mockingly emphasised ‘beautiful’). 
 
It was at that instant that I demanded that George revealed who be this malevolent master 
and if we are to find out about this mysterious caller it would be through him! George 
shook his head and stole a glance at the liquor cabinet, its glass and frosting illuminating 
the whiskey, the gin, the sherry. “No!” I exclaimed. I saw his cowardly eyes look up at me...  
 
“No, my friend,” I said, “you are stronger than base human addiction, you can surpass this  
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all, we can solve a great mystery! Together!” I grabbed his hand and felt like William Glad-
stone, freeing the prostitutes from lives of wretchedness and marching up a path of salva-
tion, although my views of a deity and afterlife conflict with the good prime minister. “You 
must be brave; you must avenge your lover, and not allow such evils to triumph.” 
 
And so that night we decided to renew Mr Collins, to return him to his former glory. He was 
a shadow of a man, looking more like a troglodyte than a refined and educated poet and  
writer. He bathed; we had the tin bath from the cupboard, dusty as it was, filled with hot 
water by the kitchen maid who looked horrified at us asking her. But my persistence and 
infallible logic bent her over to our needs and we had soap and water and I left George to 
make his person comfortable. When I returned he was steamy faced and sunken, I thought 
him drunk, but he was just comfortable in his filth – the water was murky – and I passed 
him the razor and cream I stole from Professor Quentin Royce’s office and even some 
aftershave, a pungent aroma. 
 
When George emerged his hair was slicken and darkened, now a black like the damp 
sand when the tide bore in, and his skin fresher and soaked, ivory with a blossoming red at 
his extremities. He dried himself with towels which the kitchen maid had brought and now 
she quivered and covered her eyes as though she was being attacked by foul Faustian 
devils and she scurried out of the room like a mouse from a cat. He dressed himself in one 
of my spare suits but he did not wear a cravat or tie and left the top hole of his shirt free he 
looked a picture of cleanliness, albeit a little vagrant. 
 
I said that he could stay the night as it was dark and perhaps not much safer to return to 
The Battle especially with his recent history there. Walking through the heavy autumn air, 
and the vicious wind clawing at our faces, I saw George shiver a little more harshly with no 
grease to trap the cruel arctic air. As I returned my stare to look before me, I saw him. Like 
a phantom, he floated around with this absurd moaning, his eyes glowed yellow in the 
night and I was shaken. “What on earth?” I hissed to George and he focused his atten-
tions... He asked if he was another one...I told him that he was the one. It was Professor 
Rice and his yellow eyes turned to mine, they looked deep into my soulless host of a body 
and he started running, his hands and nails clawing for me. “We must flee,” I shouted, and 
turned on my heel – running as fast as I could. 
 
George started shouting after me but was cut off and I heard sounds of struggle but fear 
within me trapped my neck from turning, it did not want to see. 
 
I ran and ran and ran until I was at my lodgings and I wondered how I had ended up here, 
there must have been a point where I turned around and even passed the area where 
George and I were separated. My hands shook as I knocked impertinently, unaware that 
the door was open and even that I had my key. William was at the door in his undershirt 
and looking annoyed, as usual, at me. He asked politely what the matter was and I re-
counted it, he shook his head, went upstairs and said he had to get dressed and find 
George and that I was coming with him, except he called me a wimp. I felt dumb and 
sulked to myself, grieving that William wouldn’t understand how often those creatures had  
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come to feed upon me and how close they had gotten – then I remembered Siobhan and I 
then also remembered how the b—— was decapitated by... George... and I felt horrible 
and guilty and decided to wait by the door as William descended the stairs, I would be a 
good friend and help my own. 
 
As we walked back to the place of our attack, William told me of meeting Mrs Rice outside 
our office, he said ‘our’ with an air of dignity, and he reviewed how surprised she seemed 
by his being with life. He also commented how proper her English accent was without any 
transferring of French vocabulary, that her illiteracy was most certainly an act of manipula-
tion to win my affections. “Why,” he asked, “did she ask for your help when you have no 
experience? Why ask for the help of a mythology lecturer, an eccentric at best?” He contin-
ued and I felt my spirit dampen. Why indeed? 
 
We reached a puddle, which was strange as it had not rained for several days and I did 
not recall it being there. William lit a match and the puddle revealed no reflection but was 
thick and, when his dipped his long finger into the fluid, crimson. 
 
I thought I would faint. My skull felt tight and the air felt too thin, the floor swayed beneath 
me, and I was certain I saw and angel fade into the dim light of the moon behind the 
clouds. 
 
He then continued to talk, carefully, and his deep voice steadied me. He said that he 
asked if she would accompany him to one of the last sightings, Hyde Park, and she 
agreed. He said she seemed more suspicious and calculating, keeping her thoughts hid-
den and regarding everything with a clinical curiosity. When they had reached Hyde Park, 
she had summoned a cab, it was twilight and lovers linked arms. He said they walked 
around and she stopped suddenly after a half hour or so, it was by the thickening trees, 
she said that she felt as though she was being watched. He had told her perhaps they 
should leave, and if she wanted to visit anywhere in specific Professor Rice liked. She 
shook her head and started before him. He then said he noticed a rakish man watching 
her, a man who looked both well bred yet ostentatious, his clothes were too fine for a day 
in the park. 
 
I told him that I was sick of discussing the Rices and that I would prefer to find my friend. 
He chuckled and said that we would, we would. He then asked what we had found, I told 
him that Siobhan had attacked me, like that beast the night before, in fact a whole mob of 
men had attacked me before the wild woman tore them away as though they were pieces 
of paper. Oh, how a man can be reduced to the insignificance of paper. 
 
He stopped and looked at me. “I’m sorry for that Henry, but you persevered” he said 
coolly. “Yes I did,” I told him, “all due to Collins.” and before I could even mention Collins’ 
story, a flash of silver in the night caught our attention. 
 
“Now men,” his voice was smooth and laconic, “I hear you mention a friend of mine.” 
“Who is that?” I asked a bit too forcefully and I felt a kiss from his silver blade on my  
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abdomen. 
 
He chuckled; it was a cold noise that fell flat in the thin air. “Now men,” he said again, “I’m 
not alone in the darkness with you here, I have a few of my dearest brothers with me and 
we’d do just about anythin’ for family. So don’t be intellitual.” He hissed. “Now men, you 
can’t be looking for dear boy Georgy Collins, can you?” He asked in this facetious manner. 
William spoke before I could, he calmly said that no, we found him, and pointed to the 
puddle a few paces behind us. 
 
The man cackled but cut his own humour off abruptly and said: 
 
You know I know that you know that we all know that you know that that ain’t Collins there 
and I know that you know that I know that so don’t you go and go there. 
 
And he did a threatening slash-slash motion with his dagger. 
 
William and I had to struggle to keep our laughter hidden but before it could even break 
from our lips a torch light lifted the curtain of obscurity. A man in a fine coat and holding an 
ornate silver dagger with a silver hilt and red hair combed back, looking peculiar, with a 
shaven face and darting poisonous eyes stood before us. William eyed him with suspi-
cious recognition. Was this the rakish stranger? 
 
His men were poorly dressed and looked in dire need of boots and coats, most supple-
mented their poor attire with rolls of fat stored up from several winters. They had tattoos 
and missing teeth and eyes that squinted from being punched around for years and years. 
But it was the person with the torch. Professor Quentin Royce. 
 
“What in the heavens?” Professor Quentin Royce exclaimed. “I will alert the authorities of 
this, gentlemen!” 
 
The gang then started laughing heartily that soon I was caught up in it. William elbowed 
me to silence nonetheless. They said that the poof could not alert the authorities as they 
were the bloody authority and that he was stepping on their land, that’s trespassing, one of 
them said, and some others laughed and the mob started cornering us, including dandy 
Professor Royce. William then stooped and blew the flame out and then we were 
shrouded in darkness and I felt my arm being ripped from my shoulder as we tore away 
into the anonymous night. 
 
We reached the public house, which turned out to be The Battle of Trafalgar and I laughed 
until my stomach ached. William ordered two ales and we supped until our thirst quenched 
and our spirits merry. By the bar I saw a weeping Margy and called her over, against Wil-
liam’s wishes. She sat next to us and did not stop crying for a few minutes. William had 
smoked two cigarettes in the process, agitatedly. Then she bolted upright and her face 
looked swollen as if it had absorbed all her tears from her eyes. How horrid. She looked 
awful and I felt pity for the poor girl. She said that she saw Collins tonight. William was in-
stantly intrigued and craned towards her, he probably thought that George could not  
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fathom a night without a drink. Then she said he looked clean and better apart from his 
neck was bleeding and that he had a clump of some man’s hair in his hand. She said that 
she thought he had come back for her, but he was erratic and his eyes were wild and she 
thought him on opium, but he wasn’t like the Chinese or the other addicts and he just told 
her to send for a horse, that he needed to leave immediately. But then the landlord came 
down with a gun, ready to shoot his “pretty li’l face” out of the door, and George was terri-
fied and fled into the streets. William cheered but Margy looked at him with bemusement 
and started crying but no tears would fall so instead she shook and wailed. 
 
We left Margy at that moment and stole into the black night. William asked that I inform 
him of the rest of the night at the University: how George and I needed to find the master 
of a whore that he had fallen for, a whore that had turned up dead and drained of all her 
blood, a master who had met with a mysterious, negro, dandy, a meeting which had set off 
the deaths, the wild eyed men in the street, the wicked woman. They were all connected. 
We walked around enthusiastically, not sure where we were going, until William halted and 
said that it was best if we returned to the safety of our home until daylight so that we could 
find out about the master and the mystery man. 
 
And so we did. We reached our lodgings to find the door ripped from its frame and as we 
entered, in the sitting room, we found Mrs Rice. 
 
She was asleep sat up in the settee looking angelic. But the most peculiar thing was that 
George’s head, bloodied and bruised, was on her lap with his body sprawled across the 
width of the chair. They looked peaceful and harmless in each other’s embrace, drowned 
in the comfort of dreams. 
 
What had happened here? Why on earth was a married woman in our house with a va-
grant like Collins on her lap and how did they meet? 
 
William pointed out her breeches, her sturdy shoes, and her hat that had fallen behind the 
chair; she was in disguise as a man- but not a dandy. 
 
William woke her by pinching her nostrils and she flailed around a little and scowled into 
lucidity. She looked at William with contempt then down at the weight on her lap to see 
Collins. Her face softened and she opened her mouth but William scoffed and said that 
she was not to put on any accent at all, that she was not to manipulate us with the weak 
routine she played before. She smiled, almost apologetically but there still remained a mis-
chievous glint in her eyes. 
 
We asked her what she was doing here. She said that she was not here on purpose, that 
she was following her husband and found herself here when Mister Collins had asked for 
my address, her eyes flickered onto me calculatedly. She said that she had found her hus-
band in Hyde Park, weeping, not many hours ago. She had tried speaking to him but lan-
guage was robbed of him, he was an animal. He then batted her away, she brandished the 
rips in her coat, and sped away as though he was a skilled predator not a clumsy and  
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obese professor. When she encountered him again, he was fighting this man, Mister 
Collins, and Mister Collins (she said his name a bit too admirably) had ripped her hus-
band’s head off! His scalp had torn too and the rest of the skull rolled and bounced away 
into the darkness. And she had remained there, watching Mister Collins, with a balding 
scalp in his hand, blood drenched, and standing like a warrior. She seemed flustered and 
her eyes were misty. Her fingers trailed delicately through his hair. 
 
“So you love him?” I commented, my heart ached with romance – how sweet, how pictur-
esque, it was beautiful. But before she could answer, William laughed, “I don’t believe you, 
I believed that those events might have happened but it’s not as simple as that, it never is 
with you. One thing is the question why the door is ripped from the frame, it doesn’t look 
inhuman at all.” William’s laugh became slightly hysterical. 
 
Mrs Rice, the widow of the late Professor Rice, shook her head and looked with a hard 
stare at William. She said that when they returned to the University lodgings, they had 
found our home in disarray, the door was destroyed. William then asked about the strange 
man who was staring at her in the park, to which she shrugged and looked confused. She 
then lovingly woke George, who looked pained but his face weakened as his eyes studied 
her. She stroked his cheek and said she must leave. She kissed the tip of his nose and he 
rose to let her pass, when he prepared to stand she refused him and they spoke rapidly in 
French to each other and she skipped out of the door. George collapsed back into the set-
tee, staring after her. “So that is Mrs Rice,” he mused to himself. He fell asleep and William 
and I were too irate to bother wake him up and have to deal with an exhausted lovesick 
bastard. 
 
The morning came cruelly but I was woken to George’s raspy voice and he sang sweetly 
about Angelic Fury, A corrupt jury, who tore down a mill. George had tended to a fire and 
had sliced some bread and was buttering it as he washed down the sickening taste of 
awakenings with tea. When he saw me, he jumped up, grabbed my wrists and sat me 
down. He said, in a mouthful of bread and butter, that the mysterious man, the mysterious 
dandy, it was, it was… 
 
“Isabelle Rice,” William interrupted. He was smoking and strolled down the stairs as 
though he was Sherlock Holmes. “But what has she got to do with a man selling women?” 
He asked George. 
 
George’s mood was not deflated and he poured us our cups of tea with a brutish wind 
rushing through the landing and into the rooms, and he said that his night was both hellish 
enough at the monster’s neck that it ripped as he tugged at its head. In fact the whole 
scalp had torn off in his hands and he saw his head jump like a toad into the dark night. He 
ran to The Battle but was kicked out, all he wanted was a horse to ride to the university; he 
was not comfortable on foot. And as he ran out a man, a small man that is, grabbed him 
and kissed him. George was sure that he was insane and he tore the man from his face 
only to realise it was not a man, nor a stranger , it was the dandy – the woman dressed as 
the dandy. She introduced herself as Mrs Rice, but now, the late Mr Rice was passed, she  
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was free. George, knowing of our connection asked if she lived in the University lodgings, 
she did not, but she did lead him to our house. He said he had found it in this manner, the 
door torn off, the sitting room in chaos. But he was distracted in conversation with the de-
lightful Mrs Rice and they fell asleep talking to one another. William slapped him. George 
stared at him with surprise. “What is with you intelligent men and that woman?” He cried. 
“We are much smarter than the babbling fools that has become of us, because of her, 
don’t we see that there is something cryptic about her.” Perhaps, indeed, he was right, as I 
was blind too... she was the dandy, the man who met with the master, the stranger in the 
park, the silver dagger stranger with an animosity for George – perhaps that stranger was 
the master? 
 
“She is” – George started to say, his face sullen, “She is the dandy...” William finished,” 
you saw her with the whore’s master!” 
 
George shot up and punched William, “Do not call her a whore!” he said with force. Wil-
liam wiped the blood from his nose and laughed hysterically. “Are you that weak minded 
with women? Are both of you? How silly lust is.” he put on his coat, he turned to us and 
said bitterly, “I will not be your childminders any longer” and left through the open door. 
There George and I stood, alone, without our dear William. 
 
I sat down, realising I had jumped with the sheer tension of their exchange. George sat 
too, and sunk his head into his hands, “I’ve been a fool,” he said, “And so have I,” I agreed. 
She may be beautiful but she is not trustworthy. She may be intelligent, but her wisdom is 
tainted, she may be fascinating but she is dangerous. I sipped at my tea and coughed 
heavily. I looked into the cup and poured it onto the table, as the brown seeped away, drip-
ping onto the floor, there was a dark, maroon stain on the china. 
 
I looked at my friend, the only other lips I had seen sup the beverage, was his tongue 
dull? Did he not know the difference between poison and Earl Grey? His face became pale 
and his cheeks puffed, I saw his complexion turn olive. Then, then, he retched and the 
bread and butter and all the tea came spewing out of him. He curled into himself. I an-
nounced that I would fetch the physician.   
 
I leant out of the hole in my home and yelled, “Doctor Zhang! There is a great emergency 
at hand! Doctor Zhang!” I did not see the small man and felt a great pain seize my shin, 
buckled under the weight of my body, hopping. 
 
“I live right next door, please knock in the future, it is far too early for this impolite noise,” 
Doctor Zhang was in his nightdress and had his tiny spectacles on, his eyes still small and 
beady beneath them, his long moustache like tails, his plaited beard thrown over his shoul-
der. “What is the matter Henry?” I pointed to the sitting room and he shuffled with elegance 
through the chaos of my lodgings. “Oh it is Mister Collins, is it not, and what is this? 
Hmm…” There was silence, except from the groans of George, reeling on the floor. 
 
“He’s been poisoned!” I yelled ad streamed into the sitting room to find George looking  
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pale but not quite vampiric like the many creatures we had encountered, and for some 
reason I had expected him to. 
 
“Ah Henry, always so dramatic, poor George is quite smart and he managed the vomit up 
everything that entered his body due to his vile habit.” Doctor Zhang said poking his finger 
around George’s vomit, “It seems that George’s foul routine of inadequate meals at inade-
quate times only works when soaked in alcohol and as you see there is no alcohol in any 
of this bile.” I looked but I felt my throat constrict. “What I find peculiar is this red fluid, it re-
mains separate and is almost solid.” He prodded a sliver of red and it shook as though it 
was a jelly. “I must analyse this! If you do not mind?” He looked up at George. George 
seemed heartbroken, but there was determination in his brow and he said that we would 
like to see the results as soon as Doctor Zhang had them, preferably if they were reached 
today. Doctor Zhang picked up the sliver and put it in his doctor’s bag and then saw my 
spilt cup and took that too, scooping the spilt tea into the teacup. “I will send word once my 
results are collated.” He nodded a goodbye and departed purposely. 
 
We remained silent. 
 
“She tried to kill me.” George muttered hopelessly. 
 
“We are not certain of this,” I replied softly. 
 
“We cannot tell William.” I agreed vehemently. 
 
“She gave me the tea, said it would make the bite better,” He craned his neck and I saw 
the grim mark. “Well it doesn’t hurt as much as last night, I don’t feel nauseous anymore 
either, but I am certain that my death was near... well as near as death can ever be,” He 
stared out of the window. 
 
“Well whatever was in that fluid most definitely ties her to the deaths and those crea-
tures…” I replied solemnly. Last night Collins was indeed bitten by Mrs Rice’s husband, 
late husband, and she was confirmed to be the dandy, the man who met with the master 
that Collins so despised. George! George! I was screaming his name in my head. 
“George!” I finally managed to exclaim, “Some cockney villain was asking after you, a red 
headed man with a silver handled dagger!” I was overwhelmed by this lead, he had to 
know him, and it was the master! I was sure. George paled, which seemed implausible, he 
then uttered his name, Randall Sykes. Oh good man, good, good man. 
 
The facts of Professor Rice’s disappearance goes as follows: 
Randall Sykes was a pimp, he had met with Mrs Rice for whatever reason and after their 
meeting humans became creatures that fed on other humans, drained them of their blood. 
Professor Rice had gone missing, and was linked to a prostitute who, like the Professor, 
had become one of those creatures. 
 
Randall Sykes had a fair girl, who was to Collins’ fancy, who had ended up drained. 
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Professor Rice had, apparently, recruited his wife to help with some research… involving 
blood or rather that strange red fluid she had tainted our precious tea with. 
 
It was all still so disjointed. I collapsed on the settee next to George Collins and sighed. 
We were nowhere. We needed William. 
 
Upon this defeatist thought, I heard someone enter and with a childish hope I thought per-
haps it was William returning. But it only turned out to be Professor Royce and Randall 
Sykes, the former looking as purple as a plum. “It’s about time I found you, Collins,” He 
said, looking fatigued yet upholding his threatening demeanour. Mister George Collins 
stood. “And now you have found me, what do you want? I have left you and not avenged 
my love, what more do you want?” His voice was sweet and passionate, he was a hero 
among cowards, I watched with romantic admiration. 
 
“I want you to apologise!” Randall Sykes demanded; his voice a roar. 
 
We were dumbstruck. 
 
“You don’t remember a thing, you’re a savage drunkard, never much on the ground, al-
ways in the heavens, thinkin’ that bless’d Lilly liked you and then when you was rejected, 
you went an’ killed her! I ain’t got that much a problem but you then accuse me! Afta you 
robbed me and then you tellin’ me that it was my fault! Jus’ apologise and we be over it,” 
He shrugged for punctuation. 
 
George was discombobulated and shook his head, “I didn’t kill her, one of those creatures 
did, you know the beastly ones who have been attacking all the girls, one even attacked 
me,” He displayed his gruesome brand. Both Royce and Sykes recoiled. “In fact,” George 
continued, “I’m certain you were behind all these deaths, including Lilly! You met with that 
dark dandy, she – I mean he gave you something… I saw you both, complicit…” 
 
“It wasn’t like that, not at all, Mrs Rice was doing me a favour, I told her of her husband’s 
infidelity, that it was longer than Adam and Eve, and she seemed unmoved, but then I told 
her that the bugger had given Siobhan something, some drug, that’s turned her into a 
monster, turned a few other girls too, and at first they’re all drunk on this great feeling, talk-
ing about immortality, turns them into demons, gibbering and vile and such.” Randall Sykes 
seemed to soften as he talked, no pretence, he seemed genuinely worried; “All that lost 
product, now I barely got a whore in Soho, ‘tis horrid.” 
 
Professor Quentin Royce whimpered. 
 
“Well what did Mrs Rice give you, if it was Professor Rice infecting everyone?” I asked. 
“Some tea, said it would make them better, and it did, but you had to get them before they 
start the ‘Aahh, mraaahh, ahhhh’ – y’know, the groaning,” 
 
George and I exchanged a look. We would have to wait for Zhang’s results to be certain. 
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“Well, gents, you don’t mind if I leave him here, and you got a bit of vomit on your floor, 
and there’s an awful mess, thought you would be fancy but this is dreadful, and any ways, 
I think we’re sorted, I got things to do, farewell.” Randall Sykes dropped Royce who col-
lapsed on the floor and started sobbing. Sykes nodded and left the same way Zhang had. 
“So Isabelle was helping me?” George seemed enamoured once more. 
 
“Let us find William, and then we can understand what on earth is going on.” 
 
We went to the University. It was alive and filled with students and my colleagues. Such 
proximity to professionals lead to my realisation that I had slept in the same garments I 
wore today and George was stained with blood and bile. We looked like ugly ducklings. 
Worst was the attention that immured us, eyes boring into our skin as though we held 
some secret within us. Doctor Zhang thwacked me on my other shin and I stumbled and 
hopped around. “What game do you think this is, Henry? I cannot believe you have done 
this to me, it is foolish, I have never seen such a composition of this sort before and worst 
was dealing with that foul woman! She threw me out of the laboratory, took my samples, 
and kicked me! Can you believe it?” He tutted under his breath. I apologised with a bow 
and took George’s wrist, a desperation charmed me, I pulled him towards the science 
wing, to the laboratory, threw myself against the door and fell in. My eyes were stunned. 
My body paralysed. My breath stolen. 
 
Isabelle Rice was dressed more femininely than the previous night, and craned over some 
books. William was tied to a chair with a gag in his mouth, his eyes were bored. But the 
most surprising was Jane. 
 
“Oh Henry, how delightful!” She grinned like a deadly sin. Next to her, in a kimono, was 
Asako Ore, holding her sheathed, black, katana. 
 
“Jane,” I managed to croak. Both William and George underwent a heavy recognition that 
equalled a rock hitting one’s head. That Jane, they would think. The Jane, they would think 
and then they would wash their pitying eyes upon me. Mrs Jane Amelia Fielding, my wife. I 
scowled. 
 
“Did you miss me, love?” She asked with a biting affection. 
 
I felt repulsed. “I had forgotten you,” I spat. 
 
“You can never forget me, the same way I can never forget you.” She drew nearer and as 
she touched me with an icy claw, “You left me in the Sinai desert without a goodbye and a 
drop of water, I only had a few drops of the elixir, hardly enough to make a penny, and 
there went our plans, our dreams, our aspirations. You selfish ass. 
 
“Then I learn that you have succumbed to loneliness and made a companion, well two 
companions I see, how cruel of you.” She shook her head condescendingly. “And you 
thought me wicked when I got myself Asako, such hypocrisy.” 
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“Jane, do be quiet, and will you please release William.” I replied. 
“But I do like him, he is well built, his arms are delicious, and his skin is like chocolate, his 
jaw line so strong – unlike yours – and his eyes are bewitching.” She cackled. 
 
“It was you who tore our door off the frame, shook my house apart,” 
 
“Yes, it was then that I discovered you were sharing with a dark, young man, or so he ap-
pears.” 
 
“And you who recruited Mrs Rice?” I asked, not quite certain. 
 
“Alas, no, but I did put her late husband up to it, I knew that her dear father would pass 
quite suddenly and the only way to gain her help was the force her into a marriage, two bi-
ologists would so happen to be of great help.” 
 
“The b—— killed my father and threatened to frame me for it; I had to run away with Pro-
fessor Rice.” Mrs Rice wailed, she threw the book to the floor and it made a thunderous 
collision. “And she wanted us to make an immortality elixir as though I hold the holy grail, 
as if bending the laws of nature was possible, and it made my husband and his whores all 
monsters, it mutated and became contagious, so I combated it with a powder that be-
comes a gel in the stomach and acts against the serum, it harvests all the chemicals that 
made man into a monster and flushes it out,” 
 
“That’s why I threw up!” George sang. 
 
“I care little for your mistakes,” Jane snapped, “You have a human sample now, you can 
extract his blood, find out what makes him immortal – yes I could have given you some of 
my blood but it is so much greater to watch Henry suffer.” 
 
“You threw up?” Isabelle Rice murmured. “Usually it’s diarrhoea…” 
 
“Unless… Henry is willing to give me the last of the elixir!” Jane cackled again. 
 
“Could we perhaps stick to more scientific terminology, elixir sounds too alchemic, what I 
am is a woman of science not magic. I highly doubt that there is anyway, Mister - what is 
your surname? – William is immortal, I doubt you are too…” Mrs Rice interjected once 
more. 
 
She was cut short by Jane’s production of a gun. My wife pointed it at William and BANG! 
He fell limp in his seat and roping. 
 
Blood poured like wine out of his forehead, a big hole was gouged and revealed splinters 
of skull and flesh and brain. Isabelle was frozen, George jumped to her aid, and I sur-
mounted all my cowardice and politeness and punched my wife. Her gun fell and shot 
Asako in the foot and Asako unsheathed her sword and cut my hand clean off. Yet amidst  
 
 

54 



 55 

  
 
 
 
all this chaos, it was Isabelle’s long awaited scream that shook our attentions. William’s 
blood had begun to recede and his brain and flesh reformed, pieces of skull replaced 
themselves and skin grew back. He looked renewed and unharmed; the past few moments 
had not altered a thing. His eyes remained glassy until his body convulsed and he shouted 
something crude in Mandarin, I suppose, for Asako, who could speak Mandarin, blushed 
as she returned my hand sheepishly. I watched as my own hand rejoined my wrist and 
flexed the fingers, but not the wrist, as I held my extremity to my limb. “Jane, this is why I 
left you, you bring madness wherever you go,” I wailed, William snorted and said that it 
was the same of me. “Imagine them together,” Asako sighed. I saw a flash of understand-
ing between the two of them. George then suggested we get Mrs Rice a drink as she had 
fainted in his arms. 
 
I ushered everyone to my office and prepared a tea for all. Jane did not take a cup, for 
fear it was spiked although she was proved an immortal, and we curled around a fire Wil-
liam prepared. He was moaning to Asako about how often he had been killed and how un-
pleasant the feeling was. She nodded gravely. I gave all their teas and when Isabelle was 
lucid, I gave her hers. 
 
“Now Henry, where is the last of the elixir?” My impertinent wife asked. 
 
“My dear femme, the last of that beautiful ‘formula’ is within the bodily workings of Isabelle 
Rice, nee Saint-Jean. You have robbed her life from her, so she deservedly wins what you 
crave so dear!” I stood proudly with my hands on my hips. 
 
Jane did not take it maturely, as usual, and she pounced on me, scratching and screech-
ing. 
 
George was stroking the hair of a severely confused Isabelle, William was tending to a fire 
with the observant and suffering Asako, and I was being attacked by the cruel and wicked 
woman that was my wife. The disappearance of Professor Rice and the bloody elixir were 
no longer mysteries, shrouded in enigma. 
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The Nightmare Dream 
Salsabil Elarif 
Lower school writing competition runner-up  
  
I had one dream with one chance to change my life forever, but not once did I think that 

my one dream will become my one nightmare, I never listened to my loved ones warning 

me, my selfishness overpowered me and took control, so now I have nobody, I am all 

alone wondering around the narrow alleyway isolated for no one knows who or what I have 

become! I am Skye Mitchell I am twenty one years old and this is the beginning of the end, 

of how my dream destroyed everything, everything that I had. 

 Four years ago I was an ordinary girl with a normal house and a normal life but I was de-

sirous, I always wanted more. I would always have the same dream, that I was famous, I 

had all the money and gold in the world, I was loved by everyone and lived a happy life. 

One night I had that dream only this dream was not any ordinary dream because usually 

at the end before everything goes wrong you wake up and find yourself safe at home but 

in this dream I did not wake up!  

Previously in the dream 

I could hear my heavy breathing, my mouth opened to reply but nothing came out. I was in 

that one moment where my soul has literally captured my voice and hidden it in the dark-

ness far away, somewhere I could not reach it. Fear was eating at the back of my brain 

tearing out my spinal cords! 

Earlier that day I was watching the bright sun while the glistening clouds danced around it, 

I was singing a song when a man heard me, however it was not an ordinary man it was a 

music producer! He offered me a chance that chance I have been waiting for. We made a 

meeting to discuss about it but I knew already that I was going to take it! 

After, I darted home trying to figure out what had just happened was it really true? Was I 

finally going to be famous and live a happy life, of course I was I mean I love to sing! I told 

mum exactly everything that happened and of course she said I should not go but what did 

she know about it? What was the worst that can happen? 

‘’ Look you don’t know how much this means to me mum, I finally have a chance that 

hardly ever comes which is why I’m going to take this job one way or another!’’ I left the 

house without saying another word. 

 I should have listened to her but I didn’t and that was the choice that I will regret until I 

have drawn my last breathe, she was looking out for me and I was ignoring her she was 

right and I was wrong but I can never change my actions for what I did next was the rea-

son for everything, everything happened that one day I returned home! 
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 Preface 
  

 

"I decided to submit 'Snakes and Ladders' for inclusion in this 

anthology because it is a story that I first drafted when I was a 

Sixth Form student. It is like a time capsule for me, capturing some 

of my obsessions at the time and revealing the influences on my ideas 

and writing style. I can see how it was shaped by my appreciation of 

the films of Peter Greenaway and the formal language of the English 

novel; and driven by my initial attempts to understand and reflect on 

politics and society at the end of Thatcherism. It is presented here 

as I originally intended it, rough edges and heavy-handedness 

notwithstanding. I have written many things since then but I can 

always return to this story as a record of my voice at a time in my 

life when everything seemed urgent, vivid and exciting. I hope you 

enjoy reading it."  

 

Andrew Mitchell 9.7.2013  
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Snakes and Ladders 
Andrew Mitchell 
  
“Do you realise that ‘at 485 feet, Gruffud’s Lance is the fourth tallest sea-stack in the Brit-
ish Isles, being topped only by the famous Old Man of Hoy at 500 feet and those cele-
brated St. Kilda giants, Stac Lee and Stac an Armin at 544 feet and 627 feet respectively.’” 
The bespectacled boy, enthused by this new-found information into a jerky pacing up and 
down, continued to quote aloud from his pocket fact-book; his expression, a picture of 
study and interest, registered a glimmer of disappointment as he followed the text to its 
next relevant passage, “… ‘although with regard to sea-cliffs it is in Ireland where many of 
Britain’s highest examples can be found; indeed Croagham Cliff, located on Achill Ireland, 
Co Mayo, is at 2192 feet the highest in Western Europe.’” 
 
The boy closed his book, frowned and came to a halt. His sister, who looked a year his 
senior and was more tidily dressed, had not been disturbed by the pause in his perform-
ance and she continued in her task, several feet away, of erecting a painter’s easel on 
ground that fluctuated in its evenness. Having briefly regarded his sister and her work, the 
boy opened his book once more, this time flicking through it rapaciously, eyes eagerly 
scanning the snatches of text with a clear intent to find and not be disappointed. Indeed, it 
was not long before the boy chanced upon what he was looking for and a staccato burst of 
facts and figures inevitably followed. The girl, having achieved success with the easel, at 
last allowed herself to be distracted by the babbling minor and asked, with mounting irrita-
tion, “Yes, Yes, but what of here?”.  
 
It seems that whenever irritation infects one participant in a dialogue it is soon reciprocated 
by the other, and the boy, considerably thrown by his sister’s interjection, replied angrily: “If 
you had bothered to listen you would have known I was just coming to it!” 
“So the figure is…?” 
She was enjoying herself now; her irritation subdued by watching its effects in him. From 
flowing smoothly, the boy had been momentarily derailed, and they both recognised, she 
through enjoyment and he through embarrassment, just how evident it had been.  
 
He took several seconds, a painful amount of time under scrutiny, before finding his an-
swer. 
“Gruffud’s Head is…525 feet. Yes, at his highest point, 525 feet.” In perhaps a vague at-
tempt to retrieve himself he elaborated on the fact – and he did not like to elaborate on 
what were, in his view, solid facts and precise figures – pointing out, somewhat absurdly, 
that Gruffud’s Head “was only nine feet lower then Beachy Head of East Sussex.” 
 
And then the sea interrupted to save him, along with the shrieking of the gulls and terns, 
and reality again flooded the senses of the two young individuals who had been, until that 
point, engrossed in their own petty affairs. They were, after all, several, hundred feet up 
and looking out across the Irish Sea, which rolled and danced prettily in the sunlight before 
them. From this position, on the grassy roof of the great promontory – a landform itself rep-
resentative of the power of the sea – they had a clear view of a second: Gruffud’s Lance, a  
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sea-stack. The stack, an upright accumulation of carboniferous limestone, stood in distinct 
isolation at the point where the boulders and scree to be found at the base of the headland, 
which had spilled over to form an irregular platform, met the rush of the incoming sea. It 
was possible, at low tide, to get to the bottom of the stack along the platform without en-
countering any water whatsoever. At high tide, however, the ruthless sea ate its way into 
the base rocks of the stack and punished the platform that so rudely broke the momentum 
of the lesser waves. Clearly the climbing party, who were visibly making progress on the 
stack, had exploited an early low tide to begin their ascent of it. Although the tide was now 
rapidly surging inwards there seemed little danger of a flooded platform upon their descent.  
 
“What are you going to paint, then?” asked the boy suddenly, regaining confidence and 
showing his impatience with the blank piece of canvas that his sister had positioned on the 
easel and had apparently forgotten about.  
 
“What I can see.” 
 
The girl, frowning, delivered the response with a text-book superiority. The boy, detecting 
nothing that was impressive to him in the remark, sighed and rummaged among some par-
cels and bags of a similar variety that had been dumped about the base of the easel. Hav-
ing successfully gained entry to the contents of a satchel, he proceeded to spill them, hap-
hazardly, onto the tufted ground: there were several books, a much folded newspaper, 
printed on salmon-pink paper, and a small but expensive-looking pair of binoculars. He 
kept the binoculars aside for a moment and sifted through the books: the latest Guinness 
Book of Records, a couple of mini encyclopaedias, a book of lists and one of quotes; the 
only work of fiction was an old paperback edition of writing by Rudyard Kipling. 
 
The boy knew each with a familiarity that suggested they actually belonged to him, but he 
was young, 10 or 11 perhaps, and there was little light or young reading here; even the 
Kipling, which listed its major contents on the spine, found no room for the ‘Jungle Books’ 
or ‘Just So Stories’. But there he sat down amongst his books, amongst all the thousands 
of facts and figures, and for the time being he felt better for it.  
 
His sister, in the meantime, had not allowed her gaze to wonder from the climbing party 
who, though only extremely small against the enormity of the stack, were now clearly in 
view. This scene for some reason annoyed her, and she was stirred into justifying her an-
noyance in the presence of her brother who - sensing importance - momentarily gave her 
his full attention.  
  
“Man really is ubiquitous – he is even here! No wonder our island is not currently progress-
ing; there are simply too many people to feed, house, treat and employ. In my view this 
simply invites welfarism and downright scrounging…” The boy noted that the influence of 
their father was deeply inherent in her views, and having also acquired some of these 
views himself he was interested to see her method of articulating them. “How on earth can 
the business sector perform when all the island’s commitments are just waiting to eat away  
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the profits?” 
 
The boy did not bother to inform his sister that they had also chosen to be there that day; 
her argument had, after all, been sparked by an innocent group of climbers also seeking 
outdoor recreation and who might just or easily hold similar views about the youngsters 
watching them from the cliff top. His sister was lost in diatribe, and the boy, waning in inter-
est, wished she would just get on and paint what she could see, and if that included four 
rock climbers as well as the stack, then so be it. As the boy was lost to her, she battled 
gamely against the increasing roar of the sea, the strengthening breeze and the continuous 
distraction of chattering seabirds and in all they proved an unsympathetic, if not rude, audi-
ence.  
 
Sitting down, she at last rested her argument and decided that, if nothing could be done – 
and that conclusion had been reached – she would truly have to go ahead and paint what 
she could see.  
 
 
Having climbed at least 300 feet of Gruffud’s Lance already, Thomas Harold Carpenter, 55, 
was ready to give up. He ached and wheezed like the dying man his doctor had so nearly 
diagnosed, and having shunned all advice, was here of his own wretched volition. At vari-
ous stages ahead of him, three younger, fitter men paced on up the stack only occasionally 
looking back to see if the old man was keeping up; Carpenter cursed at his debility, there 
was no one to hear him, and the personal failure rang in his own ears. A thin ledge, de-
tected and reached by the others was his next goal, and as a severe pitch loomed ahead of 
this his companions had belayed so that all could approach the next stage together. Car-
penter felt the young eyes on him, and a burst of energy momentarily released the increas-
ing weight on his chest and limbs. He felt his way around the rock, exploiting the vertical 
lines of weakness as he had been taught all those years ago, to propel himself via clift and 
crack, towards them. With seeming indifference to his burst, perhaps seeing it for what it 
was, they coldly waited; the old man was a drag on the party, they had agreed to his in-
volvement out of sympathy and were beginning to regret the decision. They all knew that 
he used to be a good climber, an excellent competitor in all senses, but he had become 
slovenly of recent years; he ate, drank and smoked too much, had become reckless in his 
personal life, and there was a rumour, strenuously denied, of grave arthritic and asthmatic 
problems. 
 
As Carpenter came within touching distance of the third man, his face appeared as grey 
and weathered as the rock face itself, and glancing quickly to the leader, perhaps to justify 
himself, the third man attended a hand to Carpenter in order to steady him for belaying, 
and help him gain his breath. The leader, becoming impatient, shouted down “Alright Tom?” 
The old man nodded in reply, knowing that opening his mouth would have released tell-tale 
wheezing. The leader, satisfied with Carpenter’s gesture and eager to tackle the pitch ex-
tending about sixty feet above him, began his ascent. The others, in pattern, followed their 
leader, leaving Carpenter a further few moments of rest.  
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The old man surveyed the next torturous stage of his ascent, and wondered whether the 
present decline of his health would allow him the honour of completing it; climbing the stack 
in its entirety was looking increasingly out of his reach but he was determined not to allow 
himself to be beaten in this sphere of his life as he had suffered so much recently in all 
other areas. Allowing himself the luxury of wheezing aloud again, he calculated his next 
moves; his previous manoeuvres of ascent had carried him to the left, much in line with the 
third man, but now his nearest precursor had moved across to the right in order to avoid 
fully an unusually large and deep cavity which cut into the lower left part of the pitch and 
had, as part of his lip, an extremely thin strip of the ledge to which the party had just be-
layed. Although Carpenter recognised the dangers of staying to the left, he also recognised 
its benefits; it had, up to this point, provided the more obvious vertical lines of weakness 
and gave no indication of changing significantly. He was a desperately tired man and 
wanted nothing more than to complete the ascent with as much ease as possible, and then 
be finished with it all.  
 
Releasing himself from the comfort of the belay, Carpenter began to climb again, trying to 
find momentum in grappling with the stubborn rock. It was his aim to narrowly skirt the cav-
ity, having to rely - as he had learnt not to do - on the security of the rope were he to come 
into any difficulties. With numbing fingers and toes he hauled himself upward, and although 
he sensed his body shrieking at him “no more, no more” the determination in his heart still 
provided some resistance. If only he could prove his health, prove that he was as strong as 
he had been in his younger days; in the past he had been able to prove things in his out-
door pursuits, and these achievements in turn had inspired social and business achieve-
ments. He had been a ruthless and determined competitor in a communitarian age, but 
now it was he who was being beaten, in all spheres, and by all ages, and for his own sake 
he had to regain his old footing.  
 
His thoughts were interrupted by the crumbling of a minor hold, and though he was able to 
quickly regain his balance, he considered himself fortunate and resolved to concentrate 
more on the task in hand. He had made significant progress, albeit more or less uncon-
sciously, and had reached a height consistent with the middle of the entrance to the cavity. 
Consolidating his position with a firm set of holds, he was able to lean over and scan briefly 
the dark hollow, estimating that although it would easily swallow a man it did not appear to 
extend as deeply into the stack as he had at first suspected. Still the jagged entrance - indi-
cating where nature, or perhaps even man, had helped to wrench an opening - proved an 
imposing sight and Carpenter began to skirt it more widely. Glancing up he saw that the 
other members of the party were well ahead of him to the right, and indeed the leader had 
negotiated his way to the pitch and was belayed a few feet beneath a sharply jutting plat-
form, which represented the next stopping point.  
 
Identifying the next goal, Carpenter again found inspiration to overcome the crippling pain 
that tormented his body and by maintaining a somewhat ungainly momentum he kept mov-
ing onward and upward. He even managed to regulate his breathing, taking long breaths in 
through his mouth and out through his nose, and this, for a period at least, eased his tight-
ening lungs. 
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Up above, at the stopping point, the leader had released himself from the temporary belay, 
in order to gain access to the suitable ledge presented by the platform. Adopting a monkey-
like pose, the leader hung by his arms from the ledge, and with much scrabbling against 
the uncompromising pitch with his feet, hauled himself upwards. His triumph in accessing 
the ledge indicated to all below just how wide it was, as his first steps forward rendered him 
invisible to those beneath the platform. The second man, who had belayed in order to 
study the leaders’ ascent, was in a position to follow and began to do so with a strict adher-
ence to the guiding rope; behind him, the third man was in close attendance, but Carpen-
ter, being the predictable exception, remained at least twenty feet below and to the left. 
 
Although Carpenter had maintained his momentum and concentration, the agony and ex-
haustion remained and eroded his resistance with a growing intensity. No short bursts 
could relieve him now; he was an ill man who should never even have considered this chal-
lenge, and the confident beaming face of his fat wealthy doctor, a man whose advice had 
so often been spurned, haunted his plight. But this was not all, for there had developed a 
new dimension to Carpenter’s state. Underlying the wheezing, heaving and physical wreck-
age, perhaps the worse mental defect of all had been allowed to fester and exploit: chronic 
fear had invaded the mind of Thomas Harold Carpenter, and he had very little resistance 
against it. He had watched the second man disappear over the platform and now the third 
man was in his latter stages of the ascent, and though Carpenter knew that they would wait 
for him on the ledge and indeed help him up as he neared them, he felt isolated and, not 
for the first time, unable to keep going. Dripping sweat irritated his face, his wheezing rat-
tled more loudly and feeling anchored to spot he lost his concentration to the enormity of it 
all, sensing again the power if the sea and the severity of the rocks and realising all the op-
portunities for death that this environment provided for him. But fear had been responsible 
for the subject of death entering his mind, and with one great effort he managed to clear his 
thoughts again; if he had entertained the notion any longer he knew that fear would have 
taken over, but remarkably he still had something left to resist it. Carpenter tackled the last 
twenty feet of the pitch in the belief that he was fighting for his life, and on the ledge three 
impatient, but increasingly anxious, faces watched his staggered progress.  
 
He had ascended beyond the widest part of the huge cavity, and was now away from it, 
following the connected guiding rope with slippery fingers that groped desperately for 
holds. Between himself and the safe reach of the rest of the party he could see one more 
good hold, a deep cleft and ledge, and he knew that once this was negotiated at least he 
would be safely on the platform, where he would have the opportunity to inform the others 
of his inability to go on any further. He stretched his right hand upwards, his fingertips curl-
ing around the lip of the cleft for support until he could bring his left hand up also. Using his 
legs to propel himself, he exhausted all the strength that he had in order to haul himself to-
wards the outstretched hands extending from above. As his head came level with his own 
hands, he was able to stare thankfully into the darkness of the cleft. Carpenter at last felt 
safe. It was premature. Suddenly from the darkness a shrieking creature of white flew at 
him, lunging and flapping angrily and he was sent reeling hopelessly against the rocks. As 
his head jerked back from the savage force of contact with the rocks he heard screams 
from above but saw nothing, and his body plunged down the pitch, his life at the mercy of a 
piece of rope.  
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Following the gull with his binoculars, the bespectacled boy continued “and what’s more, 
the ‘lorus argentatus’ grows to a length of 56cm and has a wing span of…” 
Before he could finish, his sister in a reaction delayed by surprise, interrupted excitedly  
 
“Did you see it, then? The climber and the bird?” 
 
“I took no notice of the climber” replied the boy matter-of-factly, “I was only interested in the 
bird.” He had lowered his binoculars in order to address his sister, and had lost the flight of 
the gull in the process, causing him to add with detectable annoyance, “And now I’ve lost 
it!”. 
 
There was a pause, and it was utilised by both relations. The boy moodily disentangled 
himself from the overlap strap of the binoculars, and the girl returned to contemplate what 
was on her canvas; however, they soon came to regard each other again as all the implica-
tions of what had just happened came to the fore. “Now the laggard’s dropped, I’ll have to 
point him out of the four man pattern and do him further down.” 
 
The girl was clearly irritated by the inconvenience of it all; how could she paint what she 
could see if the visage before her was forever changing? Uniform ascent could be ac-
counted for, but what of the fall? The boy was also irritated: the gull had been lost owing to 
the weakness of a man; what use was a man who could not compete? “I think this whole 
situation says a lot about what is wrong with this country” the boy said grandly, adding – 
with a furtive, expectant glance at his sister – ” and I also think it says a great deal about 
the pointless nature of art.” 
 
She bristled at this. “Well I think it says rather a lot about your ignorance. After all, art pro-
vides pleasure to many”.  
 
“And what good is pleasure to a businessman?” 
 
The boy was aping his father and she knew that any counter-arguments given in the heat 
of the moment would be more than likely resurrected at the dinner table later, or worse still, 
in the car, on the way home. It was a time, she realised, for a measured response.  
 
“Pleasure is surely essential to the businessman; the accumulation of profits provides the 
businessman with pleasure and it is this which motivates him day by day.” 
 
She seemed pleased with herself for diverting the argument away from its origins. The boy 
however, was not so easily enticed.  
 
“But art is of no consequence to the businessman, that is what am I saying, and success in 
life is surely obtained through success in business. What can art offer other than fantasy? 
Facts and figures, these are the important things in life. Facts and figures provide answers 
and solutions for practical men. Consider your beloved picture – why paint it when it would 
be much more useful to map it or record its dimensions? Why paint it just to look at?” 
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“Yes, yes” she said impatiently, “but you were ‘just looking’ at that gull a minute ago, were-
n’t you?” 
 
“I was interested in its wing span actually.” The boy’s emphasis on the latter word, empha-
sised with a triumphalism usually reserved for the school playground, momentarily placed 
his high stance on the issue into an age perspective. The boy was precocious, certainly, 
but the elder relation seized upon her chance, jabbing her finger excitedly towards the 
stack: “So where does the fallen climber fit in with things, clever clogs?” 
 
She should have known better. “Oh, the climber” said the boy wearily, casting a vague 
glance towards the stack and thinking all the time about the gull, “the climber is merely a 
statistic”.  
 
 
When the Carpenter regained consciousness he was spinning, like a spider clinging to his 
thread in the breeze. The rope had saved him but it had pulled taught over the brow of the 
deep cavity in the rock face and he was left suspended, in space, dangling awkwardly be-
fore the gaping black hole.  
 
He felt nauseous. He had opened his eyes to discover that the world was absurdly out-of-
focus, that he was struck in a vacuum of swirling greys, blacks and browns. He also felt 
weights upon him, crashing, stifling and restrictive, punishing his every breath. And then 
there was the blood, somewhere about him. He could feel the sinister crawl of it, the warm, 
wet stickiness of some deep, dark wound.  
 
Above him, the other members of the climbing party were screaming frantically against the 
wind “Hold on, Tom”, but to Carpenter the whole world was screaming and his companions 
merely added to the torment. His only thoughts were of escape, putting an end to this self-
inflicted trial. At least he could sense the sea somewhere below him, a pretty, soft, welcom-
ing sea. Or was it? The rope was sharp around the middle and he began to resent its gen-
eral coarseness that was so indifferent to his red, blistered hands. 
 
What had happened to his life? Was he being punished? Again? He could make little 
sense of his thoughts and he could see images, images of failure, and he could not think 
beyond these.  
 
In all of this he was oblivious to the progress being made by his companions in organising 
a rescue. They had descended hastily, ledging within feet of the lip of the cavity, but Car-
penter’s rope had pulled taught in the jagged edges of the overhang, complicating the 
situation considerably. In freeing the rope from his natural snare, they risked slacking it un-
controllably, sending Carpenter plummeting to an unknown fate and possibly jeopardising 
their own safety. It was perfectly conceivable that were Carpenter allowed to fall any fur-
ther, the momentum would bring them down with him. They all agreed that it was high time 
a distress call was put out to the monitoring helicopter, which had not been seen for some 
time, and perhaps even to the emergency services. In the midst of this flurry of activity to  
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save their stricken companion, Barker, the youngest and keenest member of the climbing 
party, could not help but glance back up the stack and wonder, somewhat irritably, just what 
might have been.  
 
Below them, the subject of their attentions continued to spin and eddy at the mercy of the 
elements and with increased awareness came increased pain and anguish for Carpenter. 
He now realised that help could soon be forthcoming but his attempts to glance upwards 
were scuppered by an intense pain in the back of his head which seemed to immobilise his 
neck and shoulders. He was also aware, from the way in which he was gripping the rope, 
that he could muster some strength in his wrists and possibly arms, but this was countered 
by the prevailing hopelessness of the situation. What use was he to anybody anymore? Yet 
again, it was failure monopolising his thoughts, consuming him. After all, did he really want 
to be rescued? If he did, what did it say about him? Where was the pride? The bravado? To 
give in, to surrender to lesser competitors ran against the grain. Thomas Carpenter still had 
something to prove. But the blood was now running as thick as gravy and his breathing 
was irregular and forced. 
 
It was at this point that he acknowledged that he was going to die. Rational or irrational, 
the notion entered his head and filled it, leaving no room for doubt. Earlier he had allowed 
fear to suggest death to him; this time even fear had been surpassed by resignation. To 
Carpenter it was an acceptance of the inevitable, the only opportunity available to him to 
escape once and for all. But could he die like this: a wheezing wreck, dangling comically 
against the pitch of a stack, unable to keep up with his younger counterparts? Or what 
about in the arms of his rescuers? Or in hospital? No each of these options seemed unat-
tractive; Carpenter had never relied on anyone else for anything. He was a self-made man, 
it was for him to exact his own undoing. But how? Indeed, did he have the strength to help 
himself in this way? He had beaten himself, perhaps, but he could not bear to be seen to 
have been beaten by others. That had to be stressed. He was becoming fevered and los-
ing composure. From above, it was noted that Carpenter seemed to be struggling with 
something, which gave hope at least to the rescuers that he could still move and might not 
be too badly injured; tragically, they omitted to consider the darker implications of his be-
haviour.  
 
Carpenter was in fact attempting to unsheathe the utility knife strapped to his belt. He 
could only hope that he would not die before the blade was revealed. He had got used to 
the idea now - one last grand venture. And he imagined the sea, though he could not see it, 
with waves teasing and enticing, camouflaging the deadly rocks from his romance. With a 
great, shaking effort he produced the blade, admiring the momentary flash of reflected light 
brilliant against the gloom if the cavity. He began the necessary work, ignoring again the 
screams all around him, and closed his eyes for the final moment of reflection. A burial at 
sea, now that would be an achievement. But in that brief overview of life afforded to all 
those who have time to consider death, Carpenter found himself too soon at the sorry end 
of his career again. And with that the knife bit through the remaining threads and he was 
released, gracelessly, into the void.  
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“Oh, that’s really gone and torn it now!” said the girl. Shaking her head in disbelief, she 
made a great deal of removing her picture from the easel and slowly screwing it up. The 
boy, who had been studying what looked like a helicopter approaching from far behind the 
stack and had, by chance, captured the climber’s demise, was now turning his attention 
solely to the body. “Wizard!” he exclaimed, adjusting his binoculars to maximise magnifica-
tion. The climber’s body lay awkwardly on the scree platform at the foot of the stack. The 
boy dwelt on the matter for sometime, all the while wishing that he had brought his camera. 
 
The girl moodily turned her back on the scene and was busily tidying away all her art ma-
terials. “I’ve always preferred still life anyway” she muttered, without humour. “William, how 
about giving me a hand with this easel? I suppose mummy and daddy will be wondering 
where we are, anyway.” 
 
The boy helped, somewhat reluctantly, and then attended to his satchel. An interesting 
day, certainly; and probably an instructive one, as his father would say. He placed his 
books carefully inside the satchel, leaving one book inside for topical reference, buckled it 
and placed a strap over his head so that the bulk hung obediently by his side. As he walked 
over to his sister he was already scanning the pages of his chosen book, another pocket 
encyclopaedia of some kind. They walked away from the edge of Great Gruffud’s Head in 
thoughtful silence and neither was distracted by the commotion stirred up by the yellow 
monitoring helicopter as it tentatively approached the stack, in anticipation of grim discov-
ery.  
 
“Did you know” said the boy, after several minutes of walking, “that the suicide rate in Eng-
land and Wales is…” He paused to find his fact. The girl smiled. 
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